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For  t\iat  delicate  touch 

in  Writing  Home 


Try  Parker  Pressureless  Touch  —  Geo.  S.  Parker's 
47th  improvement  in  a  fountain  pen. 

It  lends  a  delicate  touch  to  everything  you  write. 

It  means  that  the  Duofold's  own  feather-light  weight 
alone  is  sufficient  to  maintain  an  even,  steady  flow  of 
both  ink  and  language.  No  pressing  from  your  fingers 
or  your  brain.  No  effort,  no  fatigue. 

Some  of  the  makers  of  the  Duofold  are  not  long  out  of 
college  themselves,  so  they  know  what  you  like  in  a  pen. 

They  know  that  you  want  yours  to  last,  so  they  make 
one  that  they  can  *guarantee  forever  against  all  defects 

They  know,  too,  that  you  like  color  and  that  you 
have  your  favorite  —  so  they  offer  a  choice  of  five,  flash- 
ing hues  in  the  Duofold. 

Don't  play  a  substitute,  of  course,  when  you  can  put 
the  regular  in.  Look  for  the  imprint  "Geo.  S.  Parker  — 
Duofold"  on  the  barrel. 

Duofold  Pencils  and  Duofold  Pens,  matched  in  color, 
make  nifty  sets.  See  them  at  a  near-by  pen  counter. 

The  Parker  Pen  Companv,  Janesville,  Wisconsin 


qA 

NEW  BLUE 

in 
Modern  Style 

A  handsomer,  smarter 
lookmg  Parker  Pen  anc 
Pencil  than  have  ever  beer 
offered  before  at  thess 


'  TORONTO,  CANADA  - 


*To  prove  Parker  Duofold 
16  a  pen  of  lifelong  perfec' 
tion  we  offer  to  make  good 
any  defect  provided  com- 
plete pen  is  sent  by  the 
owner  direct  to  the  fac- 
tory with  10c  for  postage 
and  insurance. 


Larki 


Duofold  Pencils 

$3,  $3.50,  $4 
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Duofold^ 
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Junior  or  Lady  size. 
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ACHIEVEMENT 

It's  not  the  value  of  a  "Conference 
Medal"  but  the  achievement  for 
which  it  stands  that  keeps  the  foot- 
ball players'  knees  flying  and  legs 
driving  when  every  ounce  of  strength 
seems  gone. 

Our  Business 

of  Clothing  University  Men 
would  be  drab  indeed — were  it 
not  possible  to  derive  more  than 
a  monetary   return   for  efforts. 

Rexford  &  Kelder 

Largest  University  Clothiers  in  the  West 

25  Jackson  Blvd.  East 

Kimball  Building  CHICAGO 
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This  Students' 
Garage  Bids 
You  Welcome 


Northwestern  students — new 
and  old — have  this  modern, 
fireproof  garage  relieve  you 
of  all  storage  and  main- 
tenance problems. 

Courteous,  prompt,  expe- 
rienced service.  A  central, 
convenient  location. 


OILING,  GREASING, 
STORAGE,  SIMONIZING, 
WASHING,    REPAIRS 


The 

Service  Garage 

1725  Sherman  Avenue 
Greenleaf  4850-4851 

OPPOSITE  VARSITY  THEATER 


Thoughtful 

"That  man  is  a  very  desirable  neighbor." 
"How  come?" 

"He  knows  how  to  play  the  cornet,  and  he  never  does." 

Stone  Mill. 


mfD 


'That  gal  1  had  last  night  sure  was  legal  tender." 

'Howwazzat?" 

'Got  just  as  familiar  as  the  law  allowed." 


'Do  you  know  a  reliable  fortune  teller?" 
'Well,  Dunn  &  Bradstreet  are  rather  good. 


li'ido 
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"There  are  no  great  Jewish  baseball  players." 

"No?     Why,  pray  tell?" 

"You  just  can't  get  a  Jew  to  step  on  a  diamond !" 


Jest,; 


Silly  Sue:     Oh,  officer,  there's  a  man  following  me  and  1 
think  he  must  be  drunk. 

Officer  (giving  her  the  once-over)  :     Yes,  he  must  be. 

Grinnell  Malteasct . 


Deft 

Hands 

to  Serve 

You 


Kor  Telephone  appoint- 
ments call  University  870() 
A.sk  for  "Barber  shop" 


Come  to  this  modern  barber 
shop,  where  the  deft  hands 
of  experts  ply  then*  trade 
smoothly  and  quickly,  where 
you  walk  in  tired  and  out  of 
sorts,  and  walk  out — new, 
fresh,  eager  for  work  or  play. 

Prompt  service  under  ideally 
dean,    sanitary    conditions. 


Orrington 

BARBER    SHOP 


ADJACENT  TO  THE  OFFICE  LOBBY  OF  THE  OBKIN(;TO^  HOTEL 


PURPLE 

Entrance  Requirement 

Doctor:     Have  you  ever  had  any  serious  disease  in   the 
family  ? 

Freshman:     Is  that  absolutely  necessary  to  enter  the  uni- 
versity? 

Michigan  Gargoyle. 
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"Look  here,  Rastus,  wot  yo'  all  mean  coming  in  dis  game 
wit'  all  dem  extra  cards  in  yo'  coat?" 

''Oh,  dem?     Dey's  jest  mah  visitin'  cards." 

Medley. 


'Why  are  we  stopping?" 
'There's  a  miss  in  the  car. 


She :     I  prayed  for  you  last  night. 
He:     Next  time  call  me  up,  and  I'll  come  right  over. 

C\nic. 


Truly  a  Congenial  Eating  Place 


HEWS 

616  Church  St. 

OPEN  8  A.M.  to  12  MIDNIGHT 


Entering  Upon 
Our  5th  Year 

With  an  established  reputation  in 
Evanston  and  on  the  North  Shore. 
Modern  in  all  that  makes  for  appe- 
tizing environment — old  fashioned 
in  its  hearty  welcome  and  skillfully 
preparedfoods.  Always  in  the  hands 
of  one  management  to  whom  pride 
of  achievement  means  a  great  deal. 

AND  NOW  OPEN 
TILL  MIDNIGHT 

We  Serve  the  Famous  "Wapsie  Valley' 
Chicken  Dinners 


Made  to  Measure  Suits, 
Topcoats  or  Overcoats 

*25-*30-36" 

Grays — Oxford,  Silver,  and  various  stripes  and  pat- 
terns. Blues  and  Blacks — solid  and  striped.  Silver 
Blues — Browns — in  mixtures  and  stripes.  Twists — 
in  all  colors  and  patterns.  Get  the  cloth,  color  and 
fabrics  you  wish.  Choose  from  over  300  selected 
fabrics- — no  other  house  can  offer  such  a  variety. 
Have  that  suit  or  overcoat  made  for  you — and  you 
„_,  only.     Guaranteed  to  Satisfy 

^^jn^  or  You  Don't  Pay. 


liHE  ROYAL  Tailors  Inc. 

IN  10,000  CITIES 


1641  Orrington  Avenue 

open  Tuesday,  Thursday  and  Saturday  Evenings 


PATRONIZE    PARROT    AD 
THE    BEST    OF     W 

ART:  Page 

Academy    of    Fine    Arts 30 

AUTOMOBILES: 

Evanston    Dodge    Co 31 
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Bill    Mill's   Barber   Shop 28 

Noyes    Street    Barber    Shop 35 

BOOKS: 
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Moser    Business    College 30 
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Women's   Exchange   Cafeteria       .      .      .     .      31 
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London   Flower   Shop 31 
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PENS: 
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DuBreuils 6 

Hew's   Waffle   Shop 3 

North  Shore  Coffee  Shop 34 

The  Polly 35 

University   Restaurant 29 
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LEE  NELSON 

Jew  eler —  Op  ticia  n 

1626  Orrington  Ave.       University  461 
REPAIRING 


WELCOME    BACK! 


Whenever  you  want  Columbia,  Brunswick 

and  Okeh  Records  or  the  latest  in  Sheet 

Music — Try  us  First 


Carleton  Kaumeyer 

N.  U.  '18 

527  Davis  Street  Phone  Greenleaf  3230 

at  the  Entrance  to  the  North  Shore  Hotel 
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The  scene  is  in  a  Pullman  car  named  Jones.  It  is  late. 
Everyone  has  retired,  but  everyone  is  kept  from  sleeping  by 
a  certain  rather  large  woman  who  is  finding  it  hard  to  get 
along  without  water.  She  keeps  saying  to  herself  in  a  very 
loud  tone:  "My,  but  I'm  dry.     My,  but  I'm  dry." 

Finally  one  of  the  suffering  passengers  has  the  porter  bring 
her  a  drink  of  ice  water.  Every  one  feels  relieved,  and  con- 
fident that  all  will  now  be  able  to  get  to  sleep.  Suddenly, 
however,  the  air  is  rent  with,  "My,  wasn't  I  dry.  My,  but 
I  was  dry!" 

Tiger. 


"You  say  that  I  am  the  first  model  that  vou  ever  kissed?" 
"Yes." 

"And  how  many  models  have  you  had  before  me?" 
"Four.    An  apple,  two  oranges,  and  a  vase  of  flowers." 

Black  and  Bliiejay. 


"There's  a  woman  peddler  at  the  door." 
"Show  him  in,  and  tell  him  to  bring  his  samples  with  him." 

Columbia  Jester. 


Swain :     I   heard   an   awful   clanging  last   night.      What 
was  it  ? 

Knave:      Launcelot  had  a  petting  party  with  Joan  of  Arc. 

The  ] ester. 


Berg  &  Isenberg 


106  West  Lake  St. 
CHICAGO 


O 


UR  Stock  Consists  of  Fine 
Imported  Worsteds,  Chev- 
iots and  Herringbones. 

We  Have  Authentic  Uni- 
versity Style  Clotliing. 
Tliese  Suits  Are  Made  Up 
In  One  And  Two  Pants — 
Priced 


From 
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Fall  Line  of  Topcoats  and  Overcoats 
Now  on  Display 


Crisp  autumn  air  .  .  . 
the  thud  of  a  urll- 
kicked  pigskin  .  .  . 
burning  leaves  .  .  . 
ch  rys  an  the  mums  ! 


I 
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Percy  Marks,  author  of  The  Plastic 
Age,  has  written  a  new  college  novel 
w^hich  should  sweep  across  the  coun- 
try just  as  sensationally.  It  is  the 
real  story  of  an  athlete  who  went 
away  to  college  to -get  an  education 
and  not  to  take  part  in  any  outside, 
rah-rah  activities.  Youth's  Last 
Stand  is  its  title.  It  is  daring  and 
true.  It  will  rock  the  foundations 
of  many  athletic  and  social  stand- 
ards in  our  colleges  today.  It  also 
happens  to  be  a  thrilling  story  in 
his  best-seller  manner,  and  a  genu- 
ine publishing  scoop. 

COLLEGE  HUMOR,  during  the 
football  season,  will  have  a  brilliant 
collection  of  short  stories  about  our 
greatest  sport. 

A  NEW  SPORTS  DEPARTMENT 

A  large  department  devoted  to  eollege 
sports,  for  men  and  women,  is  being  de- 
veloped by  COLLEGE  HUMOR.  It  will  be 
a  forum  for  the  leading  eoaehes,  players 
and  sports  writers  in  Ameriean  eollege  cir- 
eles,  and  will  be  edited  by  Joe  Godfrey,  Jr. 
This  magazine  already  numbers  among  its 
contributors  on  sports  sueh  men  as: 
■* 
ALL  STAR  WRITERS 

Bill  Roper  Grantland  Rice 

Knute  Rockne     Westbrook  Pegler 
BOB  ZuppKE  Major  John  L.  Griffith 

W.  O.  McGeehan  and  Many  Others 

On  Sale  at  all  News-stands 

G)ll^eflumOr 


1050  N.  La  Salle  St. 


CHICAGO 
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Class  of  *32 

WELCOME 

We  are  prepared  to  extend 

our  hospitality  and  good 

will  to  all  incoming 

students. 

DuBreuil's 

620  Davis  Street 
*'Meet  the  Gang  at  DuB's" 


French 
Shriner 
and 
Urner 
Shoes 


526  Davis  Street 


Welcome  Freshmen 

We  too  are  glad  you  have  chosen  Northwestern  as  your  school.  Our  past 
pleasant  relations  with  all  students  have  made  us  justly  proud  of  Northwestern. 
Four  years  of  hard  work  and  study  await  you.  Let  us  in  any  way  possible  help 
you  with  your  problems.  We  will  be  grateful  for  your  patronage  and  also  for 
the  opportunity  of  other  service. 

You  will  find  our  stocks  new  and  complete  and  a  delivery  service  for  your 
benefit.    Besides  we  want  you  to  make  the  "University  Store" — your  store. 

To  all  upper  classmen  we  again  say  "Hello"  and  stand  ready  and  willing 
to  support  your  activities  that  will  be  coming  along  as  we  have  strived  to  do 
in  the  past. 
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STUDENTS'      HEADQUARTERS     SINCE      1895 


The  inside  Story 

^  Chronicle  of  Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon 
hy  Harris  Inghram 


It  was  a  doleful  evening.  The  sun 
had  set  gloriously  and  everyone  should 
have  been  very,  very  happy.  But  the 
dear  boys  of  good  old  S.  A.  E.  were  filled 
with  gloom. 

"Here  it  is  Tuesday,"  said  Lem  Han- 
kins,  and  tears  paused  in  his  beautiful 
blue  eyes  before  rushing  down  his  lovely 
cheeks,  "Tuesday,  the  second  day  of 
pledging  and  we've  only  got  forty-six 
pledges.    What  are  we  going  to  do?" 

"Worse,  Lem.  Not  fortj-six.  We've 
only  got  thirty-nine,"  interposed  Ach 
Spoofingren,  who  was  only  a  sophomore 
and  didn't  know  any  better. 

"Hell,"  bellowed  Lem,  "wher've  you 
been  during  the  last  half  hour?" 

Ach  took  the  rebuff  to  heart.  He 
hadn't  realized  what  he  had  said.  Now, 
the  brethren  would  think  he  knew  noth- 
ing. For  a  while  he  brooded  silently, 
and  was  hurt  when  the  brothers  looked 
at  him  contemptuously  because  of  his  fau 
paux.  He  then  resolved  that  he  would 
regain  his  place  within  their  thoughts. 
So  he  took  himself  off  to  his  room  and 
put  his  thinking  cap  into  operation. 

A  half  hour  later  the  brethren  were 
disturbed — not  unusual,  of  course — by  a 
group  of  shouts  that  came  from  the  direc- 
tion of  Ach  Spoofingren's  room. 

"I  have  it,  fellows,  I  have  it,"  he 
called.     "I  have  an  idea  how  we  can  get 
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a  few  pledges." 

So  the  dear,  dear  brethren  of  Sigma 
Epsilon  gathered  around  the  exuberant 
sophomore  and  listened  to  his  plan.  At 
first  their  tacc.  held  hard  lines,  but  soon 
the  magic  of  the  boy's  words  sent  them 
into  shouts  of  glee. 

"You're  a  great  boy,"  said  Moses  Kel- 
ley  as  he  placed  his  arm  about  the  boy's 
shoulders.     "We'll  do  it  tonite!" 

Nite  came  and  found  many  unusual 
shadows  lurking  in  and  around  the  side- 
walk that  leads  to  old  University  Hall. 
Close  inspection  found  that  they  were 
S.  A.  E.  boys  and  that  they  were  silently 


awaiting  the  results  of  a  contraption 
which  they  had  but  just  set  up.  It  was 
but  a  string  strung  between  two  trees 
which  rose  on  either  side  of  the  walk. 
Directly  behind  the  string  were  many, 
many  little  buttons  lying  face  upward 
and  looking  much  like  thumb  tacks. 
Close  inspection  showed  them  to  be  the 
pledge  pins  of  dear  old  S.  A.  E. 

"Ever)'thing  is  set,"  smiled  Duke 
Stein.  "Here  comes  a  frosh!"  The  boys 
held  their  breaths  and  watched  the  ap- 
proaching phenomenon.  They  could  not 
see  him  clearly,  save  that  upon  his  head 
was  a  funny  object  ...  a  freshman 
spot;  what  else  need  matter?  He  was 
eligible,  then. 

He  approached  the  string,  unmindful 
of  what  was  in  store  for  him,  and  with 
such  swiftness  that  when  he  reached  the 
string,  he  tripped  and  fell  headlong  onto 
the  pins.  A  great  shout  arose  from  the 
boys  behind  the  trees. 

"Congratulations,"  they  called,  "con- 
gratulations. You  are  now  a  worthy  son 
of  dear  old  S.  A.  E."  And  they  placed 
him  on  their  shoulders,  shouting  so  hap- 
pily that  they  drowned  out  his,  "Crimi- 
ney  !     Fer  Criminey  Sakes!" 

That,  fellows,  is  the  story,  the  reason, 
the  inside  dope.  Greeks,  if  you're  house 
isn't  full — don't  forget  the  S.  A.  E.'s 
patent  may  run  out. 
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Two  Tickets 
To  Gloom 

by  Darrell  Ware 


'^       Cyr*^HE  Queen  of  the  Campus, 
that   year,    was   a    Gamma 
Zeta  Theta  named  Helene 
Gale,   and  while  the  addi- 
tional  letter   of    her    given 
name    was    not    responsible 
for    her    elevation    to    the 
throne,  it  was  characteristic.     Her  hair  was  blonde,  with  a 
trace  of  additional  golden  blondness;  her  figure  was  sweet, 
trim  and  electric — with  a  little  more  sweetness  and  a  little 
more  trimness  and  a  little  more  electricity  than  words,  even 
with  an  additional  "e,"  could  describe.     Her  voice  was  con- 
tralto and  made  you  think  of  a  long  line  of  operatic  contraltos 
in  ancestral  ranks  behind  it.     She  came,  she  saw  and  she  laid 
low  a  campus  that  was  rich  in  tradition  for  its  brilliant  and 
beautiful  women. 

But  her  popularity,  which  might  better  be  called  power, 
defied  analysis  because,  on  her  part,  its  achievement  was  so 
simple  and  effortless.  When  other  co-eds  were  guilty,  fleet- 
ing shadows  after  ten  o'clock,  Helene  was  studying,  for, 
oddly  enough,  she  was  of  that  fast-disappearing  type  who 
believe  that  an  education  is  acquired  through  study.  She 
dispensed  her  hypnotic  force  only  on  date  nights — a  force 
which  pyramided  when,  promptly  at  twelve  o'clock,  she  asked 
in  her  devastating  and  original  way  to  be  taken  home.  She 
had  an  adorable  lisp. 

There  was  a  fallacy  that  she  was  "expensive"  and  funds 
were  furtively  set  aside  against  the  possibility  that  she  might 
deign  to  permit  the  bending  of  the  craven  knee  before  her 
lofty  throne. 

It  became  a  contest,  this  dating  of  Helene  Gale.    Toward 
8 


the  beginning  of  the  theatrical  season  in  Chicago,  fate  or 
chance  or  accident  had  decreed  that  every  fraternity  on  the 
campus  had  chalked  up  "One  Date,"  save  that  over-eager 
group  of  not-quite-rights,  the  (that  year)  lowly  Zamba  Nu 
Betas. 

Then  Bud  "Groggy"  Wheeler  made  his  pathetic  announce- 
ment at  dinner  and  a  ripple  of  pride  and  jealousy  rolled  up 
and  down  the  Zamba  table  and  came  to  a  thud  of  silence.  .  .  . 

He  had  a  date  for  the  Wednesday  matinee  of  Gloorn,  he 
said,  and  he  thought  he'd  got  it  because  he  tempted  her  with 
a  promise  to  take  her  back-stage  to  meet  the  star — Al  Hotch- 
kiss,  whose  no-account  son  was  one  of  his  best  friends. 

"You  mean  a  date  with  Helene  Gale?" 

"Yes,  but — she  thought  I  meant  for  lunch,  too.  I  haven't 
any  money  for  lunch.  As  long  as  I've  brought  this  honor 
down  on  dear  old  Zamba,  who'll  support  the  cause  with 
cash?" 

"I'll  take  her!" 

"Let  me  take  her!" 

"Look!"  a  handful  of  dollar  bills  was  waved  above  a  head. 

At  length  Groggy  made  a  successful  suggestion.  They 
would  all  gather  for  lunch — for  an  eighty-five  cent  lunch — 
at  the  College  Inn.  All  luncheons  to  come  out  of  the  rushing 
fund.  Afterward  he  would  take  the  nonpareil,  the  incom- 
parable, the  deep  and  mysterious,  beauteous  Queen  of  the 
Campus  to  Gloom. 

Non-fraternity  prospecting  netted  three  dollars  Wednesday 
morning,  and  so  Grogg}"  sagely  proposed  the  Blackhawk  for 
a  quiet  little  twosome.  There  was  also  an  eighty-five  cent 
lunch  at  the  Blackhawk,  and  Grogg)'  wore  an  oily  smile  as 
they  sat  down  at  the  table.     But  Fate's  a  nasty  clown  and 
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Helene   ordered    a   la    carte.      Life's   like    that,   you   know. 

Grogg\''s  appetite  left  his  stomach  and  traveled  by  easy 
stages  to  the  soles  of  his  feet,  where  it  went  from  chills  to 
itches.  He  calculated  feverishly  and  made  a  bright  sug- 
gestion : 

"Helene!"  he  said,  with  that  suavity  the  Zambas  do  de- 
velop, "let's  go  to  the  College  Inn  for  dessert!" 

Well,  the  fraternity 
was  there — c  h  i  n  in 
palm  and  somewhat  out 
of  temper — but  it  was 
there,  in  all  its  Rexford 
and  Kelder,  at  a  big 
table  on  a  little  bal- 
cony. 

"Oh,  hello!"  said 
Helene. 

They  had  just  come 
for  dessert,  she  told 
them,  after  a  marvelous 
luncheon  at  the  Black- 
hawk — and  what  a  sur- 
prise it  was  to  see  them 
there ! 

"Lunch  at  the  Black- 
hawk,"  said  Bill  Jen- 
kins, taking  in  the 
whole  table  with  his 
evil  smile.    Ah,  ha! 

When  their  inquisi- 
tive interest  in  the 
Blackhawk  had  some- 
what subsided.  Groggy 
grinned  sheepishly  and 
hoarsely  asked  the 
brother  on  his  left  for 
a  loan  of  two  dollars. 

"That's  just  too  bad. 
Groggy,''  said  the 
brother,  loudly,  "but  I 
haven't  a  dime!  I'll 
ask  Joe." 

It  went  around  the 
table,  while  Groggy's  face  flamed.  Heavy,  sober  whispers — 
"Tell  him  I'm  broke!"  A  dawn  of  painful  comprehension 
broke  into  the  limpid  eyes  of  Helene,  the  Campus  Queen. 

About  this  time  Groggj'  began  to  go  through  his  pockets; 
easily  at  first,  in  a  casual  manner,  then  faster  and  faster, 
opening  little  notebooks  and  looking  in  secret  places  in  his 
purse.  The  whispering  traced  its  obvious  way  around  the 
table  again,  this  time :  The  ass  has  lost  his  tickets !     Ha !  they 


She  ctxtne,  she  saw  and  she  laid  low  a  campu 


said,  isn't  this  a  riot!     What  a  field  day!     Ha!     He's  lost 
his  tickets,  Helene. 
Ha! 

Someone  clutched  Helene's  arm,  someone  made  a  wise- 
crack, someone  said:  "We'll  all  take  her  to  Gloom."  With 
a  chiding  word  about  the  sanctity  of  fraternal  vows  and 
lunches  at  the  Blackhawk  they  left  him — took  his  girl  away 

and   left  him  with  the 
check. 

He  gave  the  waiter 
his  wrist  watch,  his  fra- 
ternity pin,  his  pocket- 
knife  and  he  was  tak- 
ing his  Old  Golds  out 
of  his  cigarette  case — 
they  would  sustain  him 
on  the  long  walk  to 
Evanston — w  hen  he 
found  his  two  tickets 
to  Gloom  neatly  stored 
away  inside.  In  the 
calm  that  is  character- 
istic of  our  greatest 
men  in  times  of  emo- 
tional stress,  he  tore  the 
tickets  into  tiny  strips 
and  launched  them  in 
his  coffee.  Then  he 
gave  his  crested  ciga- 
rette case  into  the  keep- 
ing of  the  College  Inn. 
He  was  fiercely  suck- 
ing on  an  Old  Gold 
when  a  lovely  appari- 
tion appeared  in  the  far 
doorway.  Helene,  the 
agreeable,  the  beauti- 
ful, the  misinterpreted 
Queen  of  the  Campus, 
had    returned! 

Through  a  mist  she 
came,  put  her  dainty 
hand  on  his  arm — her 


smile  was  warm  and  friendly.  As  she  spoke  the  first  words 
his  heart  went  down  and  came  up  and  went  down  again,  and 
when  she  finished  it  was  molten  and  running  through  his 
veins  like  hot  lead. 

Helene  said:  "They  thought  I  was  crazy  to  see  Gloom. 
They  don't  understand  me  like  you  do,  Groggj'.  Come  on, 
let's  explore  the  Field  Museum.  I've  always  wanted  to  see 
the  Elephants  and  the  stuffed  Owls." 


Illustrated    by    WENDELL     O.     KLING 


Some  girls  are  darn  funny.  Take 
Janet  Kimbark  for  instance.  To  all  ap- 
pearances Janet  is 
mighty  careful.  In 
fact  last  semester  she 
refused  to  give  a 
date  to  a  certain  in- 
dividual after  he  had 
taken  her  to  school 
all  year.  She  told  a 
friend  confidentially 
that  she  was  afraid 
to  introduce  him  to 
her  folks,  as  he  was  a  little  bit  wild. 
However,  this  summer  with  the  possible 
assistance  of  one  Katy  Metzgar,  Kappa 
number  143  of  our  local  tribe,  she  man- 
aged to  overcome  that  strict  sense  of  pro- 
priety. Katy,  of  course,  had  no  such 
scruples  to  overcome,  as  she  is  one  of 
those  girls  who  have  gone  with  Colbath 
for  more  than  a  month.  Anyway,  rumor 
has  it  that  Janet  and  Katy  were  hanging 
around  the  stage  door  of  the  Uptown  the 
week  Waring's  Pennsylvanians  were  in 
town,  and  if  all  heard  is  true  they  seemed 
to  favor  the  piccolo  player  because,  well, 
because  he  could  say  "oh"  so  nicely. 


And  Ray,  Ray  Wagemaker  for  whom 
so  many  gurrells  have  had  the  pitter  pat- 
ters has  met  his  Nemesis  at  last.  With 
Teddy  Robbins  away  in  Paris  Ray  found 
many  of  the  nites  so  lonesome  that  even 
girls  from  West  Viriginia  were  wel- 
comed as  temporary  mates.  She  was  a 
Pi  Phi  and,  girls,  what  she  told  our  Mr. 
Wagemaker !  Conversation :  What, 
don't  you  like  me?  Oh  no,  not  espe- 
cially. In  fact. you  bore  me.  What! 
You  mean  you  don't  like  my  hair?  Girls 
would  give  thousands  to  have  hair  like 
this.  Huh!  There's  one  that  wouldn't. 
But  don't  you  know  I'm  very  rich. 
Yes???  Oh  yes,  I  am  the  president  of 
a  very  large  lumber  company,  and — 
Please  be  a  gentleman  and  stop  maul- 
ing. And  what  is  more,  please  turn  on 
the  light.  But  I  like  it  in  the  dark.  I 
said —  Oh,  alright,  only —  I  said — 
Okey,  you  just  don't  realize.  I  said — 
Okey,  I  said,  okey ;  but  really,  don't  you 
Avant  me  to  show  j'ou  something  about 
love?  No  I  don't!  Well,  you  are 
peculiar;  most  girls  fall  in  love  with  me 
at  once.  Not  me,  brother!  Good  nite! 
Ain't  thet  a  riot? 
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Another  piece  of  old  but  not  uninter- 
esting news  that  has  come  to  pass  this 
summer  was  the  near  death  of  one  of  our 
stellar  athletes  by  drowning.  What  is 
left  of  Joe  Spadea's  hair  is  now  a  sickly 
grey  but  that  should  cause  no  concern. 
Joe  was  rescued  accidentally  by  a  couple 
of  Betas  far  out  in  the  lake  after  having 
paddled  a  canoe  to  a  spot  from  which  he 
could  not  return.  The  worthy  Betas 
now  realize  their  mistake  and  stand 
ready  to  make  public  apology  at  the  first 
informal  providing  Bert  Fox  and  the 
Athletic  Association  have  enough  money 
to  stage  one  after  Frank  Rettig's  ex- 
ceedingly prosperous  year  as  manager. 
Joe,  now  that  he  is  on  his  feet  again, 
claims  it  all  was  a  trick  he  was  playing 
on  the  bovs.     But  vou  know  these  Delts ! 


Speaking  about  the  Betas  brings  to 
mind  one  of  the  puzzling  questions  of  the 
summer  residents.  One  of  the  boys  who 
wears  the  badge  of  Wooglin  and  who 
does  not  hide  the  fact  that  he  belongs 
to  that  athletic  club 
forced  his  brethren 
to  answer  many, 
many  accusations 
upon  his  race,  color, 
and,  well,  isn't  that 
enough?  He  an- 
swered to  the  name 
of  Rastus,  Jawge 
Washington  Brown, 
Porter,    and    Uncle 

Tom  and  was  forced  to  use  lotions  like 
lemon  juice,  etc.,  to  lighten  the  color  of 
his  outer  covering.  Now  that  the  sum- 
mer has  worn  oft,  and  some  of  the  black- 
ness, too,  Heine  Anderson,  the  guard  on 
Hanley's  Wildket  fighting  machine  and 
erstwhile  candidate  for  AU-American 
honors,  has  stepped  forward  and  says: 
"See,  I  told  you  so."  And  the  Betas? 
Well,  they  are  once  more  breathing  reg- 
ularly. And  the  Chi  Omegas?    Oh,  gee! 


News  about  individuals  is  curiously 
lacking  during  the  summer  inasmuch  as 
none  of  the  usual  scandal  spreaders  are 
around  save  Julie  Holmes  who  is  so  busy 
circulating  stories  about  Gen  Aby  that 
she  really  has  little  time  for  much  else. 
However,  Gen  is  getting  along  fine  and 
the  Tri  Delts  have  begun  to  smile  again. 
Reason :  Gen's  got  a  real, — oh  he's  so 
swell ! — man  !     But  it  isn't  only  the  Tri 


Delts  that  are  breathing  easier.  The 
Thetas,  Delta  Gammas,  Alpha  Chis, 
Gamma  Phis,  Alpha  Phis,  Kappa  Deltas, 
Alpha  Xis  and  the  Pibetaphis  are  more 
calm  than  they've  been  in  months.  Hell, 
why  not !  Sweet  li'l  Gen  has  a  record 
of  fourteen  fraternity  parties  during  the 
last  year.  And  that  would  make  any 
Greek    coed    mad.      Wouldn't    it,    Est 

Finn  ?  

Stew  McLaughlin,  president  of  the 
new  organization  whose  initials  are 
T.S.F.M.W.H.T.O.K.,  the  first  and 
fourth  letters  standing  for  The  ^lales 
and  the  last  for  Kappas,  announces  that 
his  organization  is  gaining  by  leaps  and 
bounds.  He  has  spoken  for  his  fellow 
members  refusing  positively  all  invita- 
tions to  dine  or  dance  at  the  said  house 
during  this  year  and  has  issued  a  personal 
statement  to  the  effect  that  he'll  be 
damned  if  he'll  even  let  them  mend  his 
socks.     Oh  these  men  ! 


The  Phi  Delts  just  can  hardly  realize 
it.  Imagine  twelve  men  over  one  point 
eight.  Well  that  just  goes  to  show. 
Even  the  dumbest  can  make  good  marks 
if  they  only  try.  What  the  Phi  Kaps, 
the  Phi  Delt's  lovely  next  door  neighbor, 
object  to  is  the  emphasis  the  latter  put 
upon  their  achievement.  Look,  cry  the 
Phi  Kaps,  bitterly,  this  world  is  full  of 
mistakes.  But  then,  the  Phi  Kaps  would 
be  bitter.  Hell,  they've  only  got  about 
eight  pledges  which  puts  them  in  the  same 
class  as  the  Phi  Psis,  poor  boys. 

But  what  is  even  more  astounding  is 
the  fact  that  at  present  writing,  the 
Friday  after  the  week  of  pledging,  Sigma 
Alpha  Epsilon  claims  only  six  pledges. 
Imagine!  What  are  they  going  to  do? 
Confidentially  one  of  the  boys  told  us 
that  he  didn't  understand  either.  He 
says :  It's  so  strange.  We  want  some  of 
the  good  boys  and  we  bid  them  but  they 
go  something  else.  And  we  don't  want 
the  others.  We  can  explain  that,  boys. 
You  took  the  others  last  year  .  .  .  leave 
me  up,  I'm  all  cut  and  bleeding! 

But  leave  it  to  the  Wranglers. 
They're  about  as  bad  as  the  Phi  Kaps,  at 
that.  This  year  they  pledged  the  vice- 
president  of  the  Athletic  Association 
after  he  got  into  office  on  the  Barb  ticket. 
Lookout  Wranglers,  the  Phi  Kaps  pat- 
ented the  idea  after  pledging  Hafte- 
meister,  Richer,  and  some  of  the  others 
when  they  were  campus  famous.  Surely 
you  should  respect  the  Grik  code. 


But  to  the  present  we  have  nothing 
more  to  say,  save  .  .  .  isn't  this  more 
fun?  Aunt  Polly. 


PURPLE 


A  R  ROT 


"Macintosh's    wife    asphyxiated    herself    last 
nite  and  Mac  is  at  his  wit's  end." 
"Over  his  wife's  death?" 
"No;  over  the  gas  bill," 


Mr.  Punn's  Pfun 

"Hello,  there,  Ben.  What's  the  mat- 
ter with  you — you've  got  a  face  that 
would  stop  a  clock?" 

"Hello,  Punn.     I  hurt  my  hands." 

"Watch  you  do  that  four?" 

"Say,  if  you  start  punning  I'll  wind 
up  and  knock  your  works  loose." 

"Stem  your  anger,  you  alarm  me." 

"Another  shaft  like  that  and  I'll  set 
you  back  a  couple  of  hours." 

"That  didn't  tick,  Ben;  you're  not  so 
big." 

"Let's  cut  it  out.  I  can  see  through 
you  like  a  crystal." 

"In  that  case,  I'd  better  not  spring  any 
more." 

"It's  about  time  vou  rang  off." 

H.  E.  R. 


They  are  now  calling  Volstead,  Bal- 
boa, because  he  discovered  the  seize. 


Froshmare 

The  secants  flutter  all  about, 
The  scarlet  tangents  sing ; 

The  blooming  polygons  are  pink, 
And  spheres  are  on  the  wing. 

Fierce  propositions  roam  the  woods, 

And  cosines  fill  the  air 
With  music  sweet ;  bright  hexagons 

Are  growing  everywhere. 

The  octagon  sits  on  her  nest 
To  keep  the  quadrant  safe 

And  warm,  until  it  hatches  out 
A  quadrilateral  waif. 

Oh,  Fall  is  here,  and  love  is  warm  ; 

Matriculations  mate ; 
The  quadrant  to  the  sextant  sings. 

And  rhombuses  rotate. 

Paul  Gulp. 


To  a  Girl 

After  you've  made  acquaintances  you 
can  pick  and  choose.  In  conclusion,  re- 
member this :  your  great  advantage  over 
the  female  is  that  she  is  actually  run- 
ning after  you  with  all  her  might  and 
main,  even  though  she  tries  to  create 
the  impression  of  the  pursued.  Don't 
act  hastily  and  rue  it  later.  A  girl  is 
like  a  germ,  easy  to  get,  hard  to  get  rid 
of.  When  she  begins  to  hang  on  your 
arm  in  public  it's  time  to  be  gentle  but 
firm.  Take  it  easy,  cultivate  indiffer- 
ence and  you  will  have  a  pleasurable 
and  profitable  season.  Be  safe,  not 
sorrv. 


Health  Hint 

Throw  away  your  money ; 
It's  for  your  benefit; 
To  throw  away  your  money. 
It  might  have  germs  on  it! 
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Good  Morning,  Folks 

Well,  here  we  are  at  last,  and  we're 
mighty  glad  we're  here.  No  fooling. 
Seemed  as  though  the  first  of  October 
never  was  agonna'  come  around ;  but  it 
has  and  so  we  say,  "How  'r'  you  all!" 
Personally  we  uns  are  fine  and  dandy 


and  we  hope  to  goodness  that  you're 
gonna  like  us'n  in  our  new  clothes.  Con- 
fidentially we  feel  a  little  bit  dressed  up 
seeing  as  how  our  size  is  different,  our 
pages  look  different,  our  art  work  is  dif- 
ferent, and  seeing  as  how  our  aim  is  a 
wee  bit  different.  Here's  the  inside, 
folks:  Polly  is  out  to  put  the  best  li'l 
college  humor  magazine  in  the  world  on 
the  market  with  the  hope  that  it'll  mean 
a  little  bit  for  good  old  N.  U.  Honest 
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and  truly,  we  want  the  Parrot  to  be  dis- 
tinctive, to  be  clean  to  the  bone,  to  be 
pretty  in  make-up,  and  above  all,  to  be 
instrumental  in  pushing  forward  worth- 
while movements.  It's  going  to  mean  a 
lot  to  us  to  please  the  student  body,  and 
we're  going  to  try  hard  to  do  our  best. 
That's  why  we've  thrown  off  the  old 
cloak  that  made  the  Parrot  altogether 
humorous  and  have  donned,  instead,  a 
more  hardy  coat  of  humor,  mixed  with 
what  we  hope  is  good  sense.  In  order  to 
fill  a  long-felt  want,  we  have  established 
a  few  columns  of  locals  under  the  head- 
ings of  Chapel  Hour  and  Pollyana.  We 
hope  you'll  understand  the  content  of 
these  "personals."  No  hard  feelings  are 
to  be  made;  all  has  been  written  good- 
naturedly  and  in  a  bantering  fashion.  In 
truth,  it  is  but  a  digest  of  the  razzing  we 
received  in  the  fraternity  and  sorority 
houses,  and  so  if  your  name  should  hap- 
pen to  appear  in  Aunt  Polly's  jibes  or  in 
the  Deacon's  mutterings,  take  a  laugh 
and   remember   the   fellow  next  to  you 


may  be  the  one  upon  whom  the  search- 
light will  next  be  turned.  In  other 
words,  let's  all  gather  'round  and  enjoy 
ourselves,  so  that  when  we  take  hold  of 
our  sheepskins  some  eight  months  hence 
there'll  be  a  tear  in  our  eye  and  a  lump 
in  our  throat  and  we'll  be  damn  sorry  to 
leave  Northwestern  on  our  way  to  battle 
with  the  world.  But  Hellenmaria, 
what's  the  world  after  four  years  at  old 
N.  U.? 

The  Football  Season 

Once  more  the  crowds  are  bustling 
hurriedly  towards  the  well-named  Dyche 
Stadium.     The  football  season,  with  its 


colorful  crowd,  its  buzz,  buzz,  buzz  of 
animated  talk,  with  its  heart-thumping 
and    its   nervous,    tense   moments,    with 
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the  smell  of  victory  and  the  hurt  of  de- 
feat, the  thud  of  a  ball  and  the  ceaseless 
ever-onward  push  of  twenty-two  men ! 
Football!  The  sport  of  kings,  we  kings 
who  rule  over  a  suit,  a  shirt,  a  pair  of 
shoes,  a  hat,  and  our  roommate's  tie! 
What  more  could  we  ask?  Nothing, 
save  that  when  sixty  thousand  throats 
rise  in  song  it'll  be  a  song  of  victory,  a 
song  for  old  N.  U.,  a  song — "Rise, 
Northwestern!" 

Let's  go.  Wildcats! 


The  Evanston  Academy  of 
Fine  Arts 

We'd  kind  of  like  to  say  a  few  words 
about  Mr.  Carl  Scheffler  and  the  Acad- 
emy of  Fine  Arts,  of  which  he  is  direc- 
tor. It  is  located  on  top  of  the  Carlson 
Building  here  in  Evanston  and  is  as 
finely  equipped  as  the  best  art  schools 
in  the  country.  It  has  a  fine  teaching 
staff  and  it  is  wonderfully  located.  Per- 
haps the  greatest  thing  about  the  Acad- 
emy is  Mr.  Scheffler,  one  of  America's 
really  great  artists  and  one  of  America's 
really  great  teachers.  He's  doing  a  fine 
job  and  he's  turning  out  fine  artists. 
His  heart  is  large  enough  to  have  place 
for  our  own  Purple  Parrot  and  he  has 
helped  immensely.  He  has  lectured 
three  times  to  the  art  staff,  he  has 
helped  the  artists  and  he  has  suggested 
layouts  that  have  been  regal.  He's  a 
great  boy  and  Polly  takes  this  oppor- 
tunity to  thank  him  for  his  wonderful 
aid  and  also  to  advise  those  looking  to 
art  for  a  career  not  to  pass  by  the 
Evanston   Academy. 


Hoover  or  Smith 

Hoover  or  Smith.  The  campus  is 
again  in  the  midst  of  a  presidential  cam- 
paign. The  Hoover  for  President  Club 
and   the   Smith   for  President  Club  are 


well  on  their  ways  to  making  the  fall 
session  a  rather  interesting  period,  dur- 
ing which  to  be  around  the  campus. 
You'll  hear  speeches  galore,  read  litera- 
ture more,  see  fellers  get  sore,  noth- 
ing'U  bore.  It's  agonna'  be  fun.  Let's 
get  in  and  practice  being  good  Ameri- 
cans and  show  the  world  that  even  we 
college  boys  and  college  girls  are  ca- 
pable of  thought  on  a  political  problem. 
What  sav? 


The  Musical  Comedy 

The  musical  comedy !  Again  the 
question  presents  itself,  and  this  time 
Polly  takes  her  a  definite  stand.  We 
want  a  musical  comedy,  an  honest-to- 
goodness     all     men's    musical     comedy. 


And  why  not?  Wisconsin,  Princeton, 
Harvard,  Michigan,  Illinois,  Minne- 
sota, Ohio  State,  and  even  that  school 
out  near  the  Stockvards,  what  is  it? — 


oh,  yeh,  Chicago,  present  a  musical  com- 
edy each  year,  and  it  goes  over  big ! 
No  school  in  the  country  has  more  tal- 
ent than  we  at  N.  U.  Jimmy  O'Keefe, 
junior  lead  in  ISio,  \o,  Nanette  is  here 
and  willing  to  show  his  wit  and  dances ; 
Bobby  Warner,  with  a  voice  like  no- 
body's business  and  a  year  of  musical 
comedy  experience  under  his  belt,  is 
waiting  for  the  word;  joe  Miller,  he 
who  has  directed  three  musical  come- 
dies of  his  own,  is  rarin'  to  go  ;  and  so 
is  Peter  Cavallo,  musical  director  of  the 
Erlanger  and  author  of  the  music,  and 
so  is  Keith  Williams  of  vaudeville  fame 
and  Wendell  Hobbs  with  his  none- 
better  orchestra.  What  more  need  we? 
Every  day  fellows  are  asking  for  infor- 
mation. We  need  it  here.  We  want 
it  here.  Do  away  with  the  terrible,  ter- 
rible vaudeville  and  put  on  this  show 
that  will  really  mean  something  to- 
wards giving  some  of  our  wildcats  a 
chance  to  show  their  stuff. 


Hammer  and  Coffin 

You've  seen  the  words  on  the  Par- 
rot's mast-head,  "A  Hammer  and  Cof- 
fin Publication,"  and  mebbe  you've 
wondered  what  it  is.  Hammer  and 
Coffin  is  the  honorary  comic  editors'  so- 
ciety, established  in  1905  at  Stanford 
and  founded  on  humor  and  good-fellow- 
ship. It's  fun,  and  so  when  you  see  a 
casket-shaped  pin  with  a  gold  hammer 
on  it  on  a  fellow's  chest,  that  means  he's 
helped  make  the  Parrot  the  best  in  col- 
lege humor. 

W.  H.  Fetridgc. 
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Darrell  If  are  steps  up  and  takes  his  bow  as  the  first  to  write  a  short  story  for  the  Parrot.  But  why  shouldn't  he? 
Already  he's  written  a  comic  skit  for  the  Palace  circuit,  found  his  stuff  well  received  in  the  American  Boy,  College  Humor, 
Collier's,  and  in  many  of  the  smaller  publications  and  already  'vve've  found  his  lyrics  on  the  movie  screens.  He's  there.  He's 
clever.  He  wields  a  sweet  I'il  pen  and  it  won't  be  long  ....  he's  a  senior  now  and  a  Phi  Delt  (poor  lad)  ....  it 
won't  be  long  before  he'll  be  following  his  brother,  who  already  has  a  best  seller  to  his  credit.  And  have  you  read  his 
"Soliloquy!" 

PFendell  O.  Kling  needs  an  introduction.  For  two  years  readers  of  the  Parrot  have  been  watching  for  his  stuff  and  all 
have  agreed  that  his  is  the  best  to  be  found  in  college  comics.  It's  marvelous.  His  lines  are  second  to  none  ....  and, 
oh!  how  he  can  draw  wimen  folks  ....  lordy  me!  And  we're  lucky  to  still  have  him  here  to  draw  for  us.  He's  out  of 
school  this  semester,  but  he's  going  to  take  up  nite  work  at  McKlintock,  so  he  can't  get  far  away.  Where  else  does  he  draw? 
Wal,  to  tell  the  honest  truth,  he  has  a  peachy  I'il  studio  on  East  Erie  street  .  .  .  .  uh  huh,  okey  boys?  .  .  .  and  he's  free 
lancing,  doing  stuff  for  Meyer  Both  Advertising  Company,  the  Chicagoan,  College  Humor,  America's  Humor,  and,  oh, 
for  lots  of  other  things  and  places.  And  as  a  little  more  information  as  we  were  about  to  go  to  press,  a  letter  came  to 
the  editor  asking  for  Kling's  address  ....  the  letter?  ...  .it  was  from  Life!!  And,  girls,  he's  twenty-two,  an  honest-to- 
goodness  artist,  romantic,  and  yet  ....  baby,  a  peach  of  a  boy! 

Harris  Ingram,  Aunt  Polly,  the  Deacon  are  all  peoples  from  this  little  red  school  house  of  ours.  Their  names?  Huh! 
They  do  not  choose  to  run  and  forbid  telling.  But  they  may  be  standing  right  thar'  next  to  you  ....  so,  little  boy,  and 
pretty  gal,  watch  your  step ! 


"What's   the   diiiference    between    the 
North  and  the  South  Pole?" 

All  the  difference  in  the  world." 


"Heavens,  Jane,  why  did  you  invest  I 

in  a  falling  market?"  | 

"That's  all  right.    I  invested  in  yeast."  | 


"What's      the      difference 
spooning  and  necking?" 
"Twenty  years." 


between 
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The  Value  of  Books 

"Poor  man !" 

Instinctively  the  crowd  made  way 
for  him.  Tired,  impatient  shoppers 
waited  for  hira  to  pass.  No  one  jostled 
him;  no  one  hurried  him.  All  was  com- 
passion ;  all  was  pity.  An  aisle  of  peo- 
ple lined  his  path  as  he  slowly  and  pain- 
fully made  his  way  to  the  book  counter. 
A  tear  dropped  from  the  eye  of  a  burly 
store  detective  as  he  gazed  on  the  hulk 
of  what  had  once  been  a  man.  The 
body  was  twisted.  The  face  was  dis- 
torted. Bones  had  been  broken.  His 
spirit  seemed  broken,  too.  Probably 
some  great  catastrophe  had  wrecked  this 
man's  life.  Was  his  only  solace  in 
books?  The  crowd  waited  silently, 
curiously,  wondering  what  great  work 
the  man  would  order. 

The  wreck  bowed  low  and  the  crowd 
scarce  heard  his  doleful  whisper,  "1 
should  like  my  money  back  on  that  book 
I  bought  last  week." 

"Assuredly,  sir,"  answered  the  at- 
tendant.    "What  is  the  title?" 

The  stranger's  eyes  caught  on  fire,  he 
straightened,  and  in  a  harsh,  guttural 
voice,  hissed,  "The  title,  sir,  the  title  is 
How  to  Box." 

Emerson. 


"Credit  where  credit  is  due"  has  re- 
cently been  changed  to  "credit  where 
bills  are  due"  to  cope  with  the  collegiate 
situation. 


"I  had  a  terrible  nightmare  last  nite. 
I  dreamt  that  I  was  in  church — " 

"That  would  be  a  nightmare  for  you." 


"Tried  to  make  a  peach  last  night,  but 
she  put  me  in  cold  storage." 
"Cold  storage?" 
"Yeh,  she  gave  me  the  icy  stare." 


"I  thought  I  had  a  date  with  a  chicken 
last  night,  but  found  out  she  was  an 
ostrich." 

"What's  the  matter?" 

"She  eats  everything." 


Engineering  Prof.:  What's  a  dry 
dock? 

Student :  A  physician  who  won't  give 
out  prescriptions. 


Natalie :  Do  you  believe  in  fairy 
tales? 

Nelly:  No,  but  my  husband  seems  to 
think  I  do. 


"Brothers,  I  have  a  sad  tale  to  un- 
furl." 

"Go,  wave  it  elsewhere." 

"But  we  must  needs  get  on  our 
steeds  for  the  quiz." 

"Neigh,  neigh,  you  can't  horse  us." 


"Your  watch  is  running  slow." 
"No,   it  just  needs  winding." 
"Oh,   yes — that   happens   to   the   best 
regulated  watches." 


"How  come  you  aren't  being  treated 
by   Dr.    Bonebrake   any   more?" 

"The  last  time  I  went  there  he  told 
me  that  there  was  an  end  to  even  thg 
best  doctors'  patients." 


B-B-Bunk 

An  elderly  woman  turned  to  a  small 
boy  on  the  street  and  questioned  him  as 
to  whether  he  could  direct  her  to  "F-f-f- 
fourth  s-s-street."  The  boy  made  no  re- 
ply but  simply  stared  at  her.  She  re- 
peated her  question  for  a  second  and 
third  time,  but  to  no  avail.  Finally  the 
woman  went  on  her  way  and  an  old  gen- 
tleman who  was  standing  nearby  ap- 
proached the  boy  and  asked  him  the 
cause  for  his  rudeness  to  the  lady.  The 
boy  replied:  "W-w-well,  d-d-didadja  th- 
th-think  I  w-wanted  t-to  have  my  b-b-b- 
block  knocked  off?" 

Marion   Fry. 


Girls  that  enter  bathing  beauty  contests- 


.\  \ 


\ 

\ 
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And  how  they  are  judged — 
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"Charlie's    knocking    them    dead    in    Chicago." 

"On   the  stage,   eh?" 

"Naw — working  for  Al  Capone." 


The  Packing  Industry 

Comes  the  dawn. 

Comes  Joseph  CoUedge  II.  to  pack  the 
trunk  which  no  human  hands  had  touched 
— since  last  spring. 

Goes  into  the  trunk  a  portable  phono- 
graph, three  dozen  assorted  neckties, 
some  cravats,  a  four-in-hand,  and  some 
butterfly-bows,  the  bulk  of  the  photos 
from  his  bureau,  a  pipe,  some  more  pipes, 
a  statuette  of  Miss  Pulchritude,  sundry- 
belts  and  suspenders,  two  moth-eaten 
pennants,  a  tennis  racket,  a  railroad 
ticket  destined  to  be  needed  in  the  near 
future,  several  receptacles  for  odds-and- 
ends,  knick-knacks,  and  even  bric-a-brac, 
four  souvenir  compacts,  three  mere  com- 
pacts, a  safety  razor,  an  obsolete  dress 
shirt,  a  Gillette,  four  mismated  cuff- 
links, an  Autostrop,  a  cigarette  lighter, 
another  useless  thing,  a  Schick  razor,  two 
pair  of  knickers  wrapped  around  two  left 
and  two  left  shoes,  respectively,  a  razor 
strop,  three  books  on  "Short  Cuts  to  Suc- 
cess in  Life,  Business  or  Social"  donated 
by  members  of  the  family,  a  dozen  razor 
blades,  and  much  whoopee  water  in  vari- 
ous containers. 

Comes  a  noise  resembling  cries  of 
"Hasten!" 

Is  seized  a  laundry  bill  and  pencil,  and 
16 


is  written  thereon  and  therewith  the  fol- 
lowing note: 

"Momsy  dear:  I  can't  get  in  my 
shirts  or  underwear ;  will  you  send  them, 
along  with  my  suits,  blankets,  and  any- 
thing else  I  need.  And  please  buy  me  an 
alarm  clock ;  and  remind  Dad  about  that 
advance  on  my  allowance ;  and  could  you 
hook  his  razor — the  regular  one,  not  a 
safety, — and  get  it  to  me? 

Your  son." 

Comes  peace  and  tranquillity  upon  the 
great  industrial  center. 


To  a  Horse 

OH,  horse,  yew  ar  a  wonderful  thing; 
no  plugs  to  push ;  no  horns  to  sing.  Yew 
start  yurself ;  no  clutch  to  slip ;  no  spark 
to  miss ;  no  geers  to  strip ;  no  licenses  to 
buy  each  yeer,  with  plates  to  screw  on 
front  and  reer  ;  no  gas  bills  climbing  up 
eech  day,  steeling  tha  joy  uv  life  away; 
no  speed  cops  chugging  in  yur  reer,  yell- 
ing sumuns  in  yur  eer.  Yur  inner  tubes 
are  all  O.  K.,  and,  thank  tha  Lord,  they 
stay  that  way.  Yur  frame  iz  good  for 
many  miles;  yur  body  never  changes 
styles.  Yur  wants  are  few  &  easily 
met.  Yew've  something  on  that  auto  yet ! 
Emerson  If  hitney. 


Listen  to  This 

Do  you  know  what  Al  Smith  is  go- 
ing to  say  when  he  walks  into  the  White 
House? 

"Hello,  President  Hoover!" 


Irritated  lawn  cutters  of  the  Univer- 
sity cannot  fathom  the  reason  for  the 
great  growth  of  the  grass  of  the  Beta 
House  lawn.  It  has  been  suggested  that 
the  S.  A.  E.s  be  questioned. 


Business  Is  Rushing 

The  rushee  wonders  why  ten  men  ask 
him  about  his  course,  while  seventy-three 
ask  what  position  he  plays;  why  he  finds 
four  fraternities  that  have  each  led  the 
campus  in  scholarship  for  the  past  five 
years ;  why  the  biggest  men  on  campus 
always  happen  to  live  in  the  house  he  is 
in  at  the  moment ;  why  some  fellow  in 
each  house  shakes  hands  like  a  contor- 
tionist ;  and  why  he  pledges  what  he  does 
— altho,  of  course,  it's  the  best  fraternity, 
for  they  told  him  so. 

The  rusher  wonders  why  the  new  men 
dont'  help  to  make  talk ;  why  other  active 
can't  keep  their  bad  stories  and  worse 
liquor  out  of  sight ;  why  his  bed  is  al- 
ways assigned  to  some  lad  from  Yahoo 
Center ;  why  they  can't  pledge  before 
other  fraternities ;  why  the  rushing  cap- 
tain doesn't  do  less  kicking  and  more 
work ;  and  why  the  other  fraternities 
don't  mind  their  own  business. 

Robert  Hicks. 


"Harry      must     be     an     excessively     ugly 
beast." 

"What  makes  you  think  that?" 
"He  took  part  in  a  monster  parade  yes- 
terday." 
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Soliloquy 


JVcll,  damn  you,  dearie. 

Out  there  sliakin'  everyiliing  you've  got  and 
all  you  can  borrow.  .  .  .  you  think  it's  your  sex 
appeal  which  (jets  the  footlights  hot  ....  proh'bly 

jigger  when  I  come  on  I'll  cool  'em  off 

Tsk!  Tsk!  Tsk!  Anybody  as  unrefined  as 
you  ain't  gonna  upstage  me.  I'll  tell  the  cock- 
eyed world. 

Jeez,  I'm  tired  of  iliat  tune  ....  down 

where  the  sun  goes  down  ....  ta-ta-ta-ta-ta- 
ta-ta — ,  boom,  snare!  Get  ready  to  do  your  split 
now,  Grade.    Lookit  her  grit  her  teeth  and  draw 

in  her  muscles It's  just  as  easy  for  Grade 

to  do  a  split  as  it  is  for  a  tree  to  stretch  out  a 
limb  and  scratch  its  trunk  ....  whoops,  listen 
to  the  hones  crack!  They'll  think  the  house  is 
raided.  Oh,  my  Gawd!  Ain't  you  gonna  be 
able  to  get  up  again,  you  old  saw  horse?  Smile, 
Grade,  though  your  old  antiques  jail  you — 
smile,  kid — coming  upf  IVell,  it  won't  be  many 
more  times,  anyliow.  You'll  die  in  tliat  position 
some  night,  I  know  you  will.  I  liate  dressing 
rooms  like  this  where  you  can  see  the  stage,  but 
just  the  same  I  hope  I'm  lookin'  the  night  you 
can't  get  up! 

Oh,  Gawd! 

There's  nothing  in  this  world  quite  so  won- 
derful as  youth.  Hooey,  sister,  hooey!  You 
think  they're  applauding  your  dancing?  Oh,  no 
....  they're  showing  their  respect  for  your  spry 
old  age! 

....  down  =wliere  tlie  sun  goes  down  ....  ta- 
ta-ta.     Razzberry! 

Steal  anotlier  bow.  Grade  ....  you  bow  bet- 
ter'n  you  dance  ....  site  owes  Chorus  Equity 
eight  bucks,  I  know  it.  I'll  sic  the  deputy  on 
her,  that's  what.  She  can't  tip-toe  me.  I'm  tired 
of   it.      That's   not   the   only   thing   I'm    tired   of 

either.    Grade I'm    tired   of  Iiavin'   you 

stick  your  bony  elbo'w  in  my  side  every  time  ive 
do  tliat  specialty  ....  stickin'  your  skinny  joint 
in  my  ribs  while  I  gotta  smile!  I  gotta  smile 
on  the  stage,  dearie,  but  there's  alleys  behind 
the  theatre  ....  you  should  know  ....  and 
besides,  you  oughta  have  some  consideration.  I 
got  my  appendix  down  there  and  that  ain't 
all 

You're  gonna  do  a  encore/     JVlty,  you  bandit! 

IVell,  anyway,  I'd  be  too  proud  to  play  tlie 
manager  tlie  luay  you're  doin'.  IV lien  I  had  him 
I  vaas  interested  in  his  intellect,  that's  all.  I'm 
gonna  git  ahead  on  my  talents  for  dancin' — not 
your  kind,  baby.  I  vuouldn't  v^anl  success  if  I 
had  to  hook  a  guy  to  git  it.    I'd  be  too  proud. 

It's  a  shame,  the  way  he  looks  at  you.  That — 
"gimme-you-and-a-nursery"  look  in  his  eye. 
Jeez,  somebody  oughta  tell  him.  Somebody 
ouglita 

/  bet  you  leave  the  business  when  you  marry 
him,  damn  you.  I  bet  you  have  one  of  them  lit- 
tle places  out  in  the  country  and  have  horses  and 
no  rehearsals.  I  bet  you'll — have — damn — sweet 
Christmases  ....  a  big  tree  ....  firelight  and 
a  phonograph  ....  and  babies  with  bare  feet 
....  Jeez!     .Jnd  .  .  .  .  Jimmy! 

Well,  I  vuouldn't  have  him,  'cause  he's  lost 
what  intellect  he  did  have — but  he'll  be  a  good 
father  ....  such  an  unsuspectin'  gink  .  ...  he 
never  will  find  out  what  a  bum  you  are! 

Oh,  go  on  knock  'em  dead!  Go  on!  I  don't 
care!  Knock  'em  out  of  their  seats.  You  got 
damn  near  everything ,  you  might  as  well  have 

It  all Take  it  all,  Grade It's  yours. 

....  Oh,  damn  you! 

Darrell   Ware. 
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Director:     Now  in  this  **Talkie'^  I  don't  want  you  to  say  a  word  that  hi 
than  two  syllables  in  it. 

Actress:     What  am  I  supposed  to  be? 
Director:     A   college  coed. 


Fruitful ! 

Some  stores  are  charging  $1.25  a  dozen  for 
oranges — news  item. 


Woodman,  spare  that  tree ! 
Touch  not  a  single  bough ! 
That  iz  a  orange  tree; 
It's  werth  a  milyun  now! 

E.  JV. 


Lines  Written  in  Early 
Spring 

I  heard  a  thousand  blended  notes, 
While  in  a  grove  I  sat  reclined, 
I  choked  the  saxophonist's  throat; 
IS  JUSTICE  DEAD?  TEN  BUCKS 
I'M  FINED! 

E.  W. 
18 


"Willie!     Are  you  swearing?" 
"That's  all  right,  mother.     I'm  using 
quotation  marks." 


"What  is  a  synonym   of  'woman'?" 

"A." 

"A?" 

"Yes,  the  indefinite  article." 


A  TIGHT  ROPE  WALKER? 
He  Must  Have  Been  Scotch 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 
When  we  were  first  acquent, 

I  loaned  you  seven  bucks,  John, 
You  couldn't  pay  your  rent. 

But  now  your  sock  is  full,  John, 
Your  rocks  most  make  5'ou  stumble. 

You  pass  me  on  the  street,  John, 
And  never  give  a  tumble. 

£.  IF. 


Ho!  Ho! 

Smith  followers  have  discovered  that 
Hoover  is  to  make  a  campaign  in  the 
South  and  that  his  slogan  shall  be  "Amer- 
ica First!"  Some  of  the  more  caustic 
followers  of  the  brown  derby  wearer 
have  suggested  that  it  be  edited  to  read : 
"America  First — at  last!" 
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Those  Stars  Above! 


A  blue-black  night, 

A  beaming  moon, 

A  boy  and  girl  together. 

The  stars  burned  bright. 

So  opportune 

Such  moonlight  June-night  weather. 

But  the  boy  was  sad — 

He  felt  not  the  sway 

Of  a  moonlight  night 

And  the  milky  way. 

"It's  time  to  love. 

But  the  beautiful  sky 

Means  not  a  thing  to  me. 

The  stars  above 

Just  make  me  sigh — 

I  flunked  astronomy." 

Roy  Rosenquist. 

First  Dancer:     Life  is  just  a  song. 
Second  Dancer:     No,  just  the  chorus. 

"I  have  a  wonderful  hot-weather  girl." 

"You  have?" 

"Yes,  she'll  knock  you  cold." 

Unusual   information   displayed   on  a 
sign  in  a  Chicago  barber  shop : 
"Haircutting  our  specialty." 

"What  made  you  kill  Pollyanna?" 
"She  told  me  to  rub  the  injured  spot 
with  sunshine." 

"And  wasn't  that  good  advice?" 
"No,  not  for  sunburn." 


"Where  did  George  gel  that  Scotch  twang 
in  his   talk?" 

"He's  been  ushering  this  week  in  the  third 
balcony." 


The  making  and  breaking  of  dates  and 
the  helter-skelter  purveying  of  verbal 
filth  in  large  and  luscious  quantities 
marked  the  existence  of  Chapel  Hour, 
long  deceased.  It  was  a  glorious  period 
of  relaxation  when  reputations  fell  grov- 
eling in  the  dust  between  the  uncom- 
promising steps  of  University  Hall  and 
the  seasonable  fountain.  Freshmen  at- 
tended the  services  in  Fisk  because  they 
had  to.    Ah,  memories,  memories ! 

But  a  new  sight,  conceived  in  delirium 
and  born  a  nightmare  in  brick  and  mor- 
tar stands  beside  Fisk  arrogantly  wearing 
the  apologetic  title  of  "Emergency  Hall." 
It  is  to  house  the  military  unit  here  at 
our  institution  and,  if  there  are  any 
rooms  left,  the  English  department  will 
move  some  of  its  battered  desks  in  and 
the  professors  will  revel  in  the  luxury 
of  paint  and  varnish. 

Mr.  McGalliard's  "shifting  eye  for 
beauty,"  Professor  Heidebrink's  conven- 
tion-defying antics  during  the  past  bath- 
ing season  and  the  bath  house  aspect  that 
the  English  offices  took  on  during  the 
summer  are  now  pictures  of  the  past. 
Alas,  also,  the  sight  of  Dean  Harrington, 
in  his  vertical-striped  lounging  robe  and 
floppy  white  straw  hat  and  his  secretary, 
Coralie,  playing  golf  and  then  taking 
more  lessons. 

It  would  have  been  a  revelation  in- 
deed for  the  great  majority  of  North- 
western students 
who  do  not  spend 
the  summer  months 
on  the  campus,  to 
have  viewed  the  gay 
and  startling  varie- 
ties of  professional 
contours  as  revealed 
by  the  bathing  suits 
the  educators  wore. 
The  privilege,  for  a 
privilege  indeed  it  was,  of  witnessing  the 
various  stages  of  neglect  into  which  the 
persons  whose  brains  alone  are  athletic, 
allow  their  figures  to  fall  gives  one  an 
entirely  new  slant  on  the  situation. 
From  now  on,  whenever  we  see  a  man 
whom  we  know  to  be  a  professor,  our 
unconscious  impulse  will  be  to  visualize 
him  in  a  bathing  suit. 

In  fact,  one  might  almost  suppose  that 
a  subordinated  chest  is  a  prerequisite  to 


complete  dignity  in  the  teaching  profes- 
sions. We  see  that  many  of  the  younger 
instructors  are  already  cultivating  this 
mark  that  distinguishes  the  man  of  let- 
ters, from  the  common  riff-raff.  Notable 
among  them  is  Philip  Jordan,  now  an  as- 
sistant in  history.  Philip  is  constantly 
saying,  "I  tell  you,  I  can't  help  it.  I 
even  take  bending  exercises  every  morn- 
ing as  soon  as  I  get  up.  And  I  don't  eat 
hardly  a  thing." 

But  not  only  are  our  instructors  guilty 
of  this  great  breach  of  democracy.  Now 
that  Clarence  Nich- 
ols is  editor  of  the 
Syllabus,  he  is  start- 
ing to  puff  and  blow 
with  a  firm  belief  in 
the  justification  of 
all  eccentricities  in 
which  he  might 
choose  to  indulge. 
He  can  hold  up  his 
head  and  shout,  "I 
am  one  of  the  boys!"  And  the  under- 
lings meekly  assent  and  the  freshman 
women  gurgle  and  babble  when  his  tor- 
toise-shells turn  in  their  direction. 

We  are  reminded  of  the  sight,  a  few 
days  ago,  of  a  freshman  rushee,  stand- 
ing, the  glowing  center  of  a  group  of 
fraternity  men,  and  causing  the  latter  to 
break  out  into  artificial  chortling  at 
pointed  intervals,  at  his  card  trick  antics. 
He  was  the  Class  of  '32,  free  meals  were 
his,  and  for  him  there  is  always  a  ready 
and  responsive  audience  and  where  he 
gets  the  most  skilful  flattery  and  where 
there  are  the  most  golf  knickers  and  the 
most  carved  pipes,  there  will  he  pledge 
fraternal  fidelity  and  love  for  ever  and 
ever  amen. 

And  so  we  hear  the  gossip  of  Chapel 
Hour  flowing  back  and  forth  between 
undergraduate  mouths,  talk  of  this  and 
that,  him  and  her,  the  incessant  chatter 
of  nothing  in  particular,  no  more  con- 
centrated during  one  period  of  the  day 
but  weaving  itself  among  all  the  episodes 
of  undergraduate  activity.  As  soon  as 
the  school  year  achieves  momentum,  more 
of  us  will  find  ourselves  enmeshed  and 
bound  up  in  it.  Now  we  can  only  gen- 
eralize. Petty?  Surely,  petty  as  the 
devil.    But  necessary. 

the  deacon. 
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"Bad  Girl" 
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Four  months  ago  an  alleged  novel  was 
published.  It  was  called  Bad  Girl  and 
was  written  by  Vina  Delmar,  a  lady  who 
got  her  start  by  writing  short  stories  for 
that  spicy  little  magazine,  Snappy  Stories. 
The  book  became  a  best 
seller,  not  through  any  lit- 
erary value,  but  because  of 
its  contents. 

Quite  naturally,  the  book 
is  a  great  deal  like  many  of 
Miss  Delmar's  short  stories. 
It  is  suggestive,  and  because  of  that  it 
appeals  to  the  type  that  reads  such  things 
as  the  President's  Daughter,  or  Evelyn 
Grainger. 

Bad  Girl  is  one  of  those  books  that 
the  good  housewives  smuggle  into  their 
homes,  and  discuss  furtively  over  their 
back  fences.  It  is  a  splendid  thing  for 
the  hypocritical  type,  who,  of  course, 
read  it  only  because  "the  best  people  are 
doing  it." 

The  fact  that  some  of  more  serious  of 
the  critics  denounced  it,  only  added  to  its 
popularity.  Human  beings,  especially 
Americans,  show  a  tendency  to  go  for 
things  forbidden  them.  If  Bad  Girl  had 
been  written  up  as  merely  being  an  ex- 
ample of  misusage  of  the  English  lan- 
guage, people  would  hardly  have  known 
of  its  existence.  The  mere  fact  that  it 
was  proclaimed  as  a  salacious  outrage  in- 
sured its  success.  As  long  as  people  who 
live  in  glass  houses  continue  to  throw 
stones,  there  will  be  a  market  for  books 
such  as  Bad  Girl.  As  for  the  plot,  there 
is  no  use  trying  to  discuss  it — in  fact 
there  is  no  use  trying  to  find  it. 

Dick  Oldhcrg. 


"Of  All  Things!" 

By   Robert   Benchley 

Short  stories  and  sketches — preferably 
funny  ones,  and  the  funnier  the  better — 
are  easier  and  more  pleasant  to  read  dur- 
ing Evanston  dog  days  than  someone's 
"Principles  of  Economics,"  or  "The 
Story  of  Philosophy."  For  that  reason, 
"Of  All  Things,"  a  good  title  by  the 
way,  made  a  very  enjoyable  summer 
book. 

20 


It  was  hard  reading  in  places,  and  ex- 
tremely good  reading  in  spots — rather 
large  ones.  One  of  the  larger  ones  is 
called  rather  tamely.  The  Tortures  of 
Visiting.  Accept  this  remark  from  we 
who  have  tried  it — that's  scarcely  a 
small  third  of  the  whole  story.  We 
could  mention  other  things — such  as  the 
frigid  but  cordial  surfaced  comment  of 
the  hostess  who  remarks,  "Yes,  I  went 
all  over  town  to  find  avocados  as  a  treat 
for  Jane — and  then  I  find  she  doesn't 
care  for  them !" 

The  comment  on  radio  and  gridgraph 
announcers.  Football,  should  evoke  a 
heartfelt  response  from  any  loyal  alumni, 
a,  or  whathaveyou,  or  undergraduate 
who  has  witnessed  such  a  scene.  Even 
a  Freshman — yes,  even  a  very  green 
Frosh  should  get  a  hefty  guffaw  out  of 
Shakespeare  Explained,  which  bears  the 
subtitle.  Carrying  on  the  System  of  Foot- 
notes to  a  Silly  Extreme.  The  sketch 
known  as  Christmas  afternoon — Done  in 
the  Manner,  if  not  the  Spirit,  of  Dickens, 
is  clever.  In  fact,  the  entire  book  is  a 
highly  hurnorous  affair. 

Marion  Fry. 


Worship 


Feels  kinda'  good  to  be  up  heah 

dis  mawnin'. 
All  starched   up  and  gwine  to 

church, 
O!  Oh!  look  at  de  folks  up  dar 

cawmin', 
Cawmin'    down    heah    to    good 

Pahson  Brown's 
To  heah  him  tell  what  de  good 

Lawd  say 
And   see    Deaken   Green    kneel 

down  to  pray. 
And    dose    young    chawr    folks 

actin'  lak  clowns 
Wid  dere  high  falootin'  moan- 
in'  and  humin'. 
Well,  Sally  Smith  kin  have  her 

ev'nin'  church 
But  give  me  the  Lawd  bright 

and  early  in  the  mawnin'. 
Lucius  Lee 


Poems   In  Praise   of   Practi- 
cally Nothing 

By   S.  Hoffenstein 

A  new  author  has  stepped  into  the 
ranks  of  the  cynics  such  as  Robert 
Benchley,  Stephen  Leacock,  and  Donald 
Ogden  Stewart.  His  book,  which  was 
published  several  months  ago,  has  caused 
quite  a  sensation,  so  much  so  that  it  has 
had  several  large  printings.  The  coun- 
try's foremost  critics  have  unanimously 
declared  it  the  best  book  of  its  kind  in 
recent  years. 

Its  title,  "Poems  in  Praise  of  Prac- 
tically Nothing,"  gives  some  suggestion 
of  its  rather  varied  contents.  The  work 
is  divided  into  several  chapters,  whose 
titles,  incidentally,  have  "practically 
nothing"  to  do  with  their  contents.  The 
chapter  titles,  such  as:  "Some  Play 
Golf  and  Some  Do  Not,"  or  "Interludes 
for  a  Solitary  Flute"  lend  a  peculiar 
flavor  to  the  book,  because  the  reader  can 
be  assured  that  the  chapters  with  those 
titles  will  mention  neither  golf  nor  flutes. 

The  author,  Samuel  Hoffenstein,  is  a 
product  of  New  York  City,  and  his 
poetry  is  deeply  flavored  with  the  ex- 
perience he  has  gained  through  growing 
up  in  that  city.  If  one  can  judge  from 
his  writing,  he  has  seen  and  done  just 
about  everything  that  can  be  seen  or 
done  in  New  York.  That,  incidentally, 
is  a  large  order. 

Hoffenstein's  attitude  toward  women 
is  particularly  cynical.  He  never  hesi- 
tates to  describe  their  alleged  fine  points, 
and  then,  after  working  things  up  to  a 
beautiful  climax,  he  takes  them  for  an 
awful  ride. 

The  author's  art  lies  in  his  ability  to 
sit  back  and  watch  the  world  go  by.  His 
sarcasm  is  never  bitter — rather  it  is 
mildly  reproachful.  This  attitude  is  well 
shown  in  a  little  Stanza  of  four  lines. 
"Olij  it  is  cruel  and  inliuman 

Not  to  pick  up  a  fallen  icoman 
The  man   ivho   would   not  pick   her   up 

Shall  have  but  water  in  his  cup." 

One  of  the  book's  fine  points  is  its 
appeal  to  readers  of  almost  any  age.  We 
may  hope  that  Hoffenstein  will  continue 
to  write  in  the  same  vein.  Such  com- 
petition may  produce  better  work  from 
Stewart  and  Benchley. 

Dick  Oldberg. 


SILLY! 

Janet  is  so  sensitive  about  her  age  that 
she  married  a  suitor  she  didn't  love  just 
so  that  he  wouldn't  be  calling  her  his 
old  girl. 


"]Vhat   would  that   movie 
"Nothing." 


star  do  if  she   had  a   million   dollars?" 


Flossie  Flooze 

I  love  to  see  cute  P  lossie  Flooze  go 
tripping  down  the  hall.  Trip  is  right; 
she  bumps  against  each  person,  big  or 
small.  She  tucks  away  her  vanity  case 
like  a  smooth  football,  or  uses  it  for  in- 
terference— which  is  worst  of  all.  She 
jabs  her  schoolmates  in  the  back  with 
elbows  of  concrete,  and  then  to  finish  up 
the  job,  she  tramples  on  their  feet.  She 
leaves  the  hall  behind  her  in  a  wreck 
that  is  complete.  Anyone  who's  in  her 
way  is  doomed  to  sad  defeat.  And  when 
she'll  reach  her  locker,  this  girl  of 
strength  and  fame  will  gently  powder 
up  her  nose  and  act  most  coy  and  tame. 
It's  a  good  thing  for  our  players  of 
mighty  limbs  and  frame  that  they  don't 
have  to  meet  these  frail  girls  in  a  foot- 
ball game. 


Another  Scotch  Joke 

Three  Scotchmen,  McPherson,  Mc- 
Dougal  and  McHenr},  were  buddies  in 
the  trenches. 

One  night  a  shell  burst  over  the  trench 
where  they  were  stationed  and  blew  Mc- 
Henry's  head  off. 

McDougal  turned  to  McPherson  and 
remarked  : 

"Lord  Almight\!  McHenry's  lost 
his  head  !" 

AlcPherson,  in  great  excitement, 
asked : 

"What  are  ye  saying — McHenry  lost 
his  head?    Where  did  it  go?" 

"What  difference  does  it  make?  It's 
gane,"  answered  McDougal  philosophi- 
cally. 

"What  difference  does  it  make?"  re- 
torted   McPherson.      "Mebbe   none  tae 
ye,  but  he  has  me  pipe  in  his  mouth." 
Alar  ion  Fry. 


Student  Stuff 

Each  day  brings  its  new  ambition, 
How  I'd  like  to  hit  my  stride — 

Find  some  certain  stout  condition 
That  would  aid  me  to  decide 
Which  of  all  the  jobs  I've  tried 
Unds  my  heart  and  gifts  allied. 

Just  before  our  last  vacation 

I  believed  my  course  revealed, 
And  in  youthful,  wild  elation 

I  announced  my  future  field: 

I  said  law  alone  appealed. 

And  I  thought  my  course  was  sealed. 

But  the  dregs  of  renewed  labor 

Found    me    changed    and    somewhat 
blue — 

Law  had  lost  its  tempting  savor 
And  I  sought  for  something  new. 
Publishing  of  books  might  do, 
Some  of  mine  would  see  print  too. 

But  today  its  Advertising, 

Dawn  may  show  that  acting  leads, 

Next  day  perhaps  Merchandising 
AVill  pretend  to  fill  my  needs — 
"What  to  do?"  my  being  pleads — 
"Where's  the  market  for  my  deeds?" 
Darrell  Ware. 


Prof. :  You  missed  class  yesterday, 
didn't  you  ? 

Collegian :  Not  at  all,  old  boy,  not 
at  all. 


"So  Mac  is  crazy  about  golf,  eh?" 
"Is   he!      Why   he   even   eats  sausages   be 
cause  they  come  in  links." 
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"De   chef   at   de    Green   Parrot   has    been 
cookin'  foh   twenty  yeahs." 

"Ought  ta  be  almos'  dun  by  now." 


The  Frat  Spirit 

NOTICE:  This  hot  box  is  strictly 
copyright  and  anyone  using  it  in  rushing 
will  be  liable  to  fine  or  imprisonment  or 
both. 

TIME:    The  Present. 


PLACE: 
House. 


The    Beta    Upsilon    Mu 


Enter  Sylvanius  Verdant  Greene, 
rushee,  surrounded  by  several  of  the 
Brothers.  "No,  not  that  door  the  next 
one.  That's  it.  Let's  all  get  comfort- 
able now.  One  thing  about  this  house 
it's  sure  got  comfortable  rooms  all  right. 
Why  on  cold  nights  we  all  sit  around 
here  and    piay  cards  don't  we  Toe?    Well 

buU  •' 

everybody  set?  (Becoming  serious)  Well 
I  suppose  you  know  why  we've  brought 
you  up  here  Green  ?  You  don't  ?  Well, 
Gray,  I  mean  Greene,  we  brought  you 
up  here  because  we  wanted  to  talk  to  you 
about  fraternity  matters.  First  though 
I'd  like  to  tell  you  a  little  bit  of  dope 
about  old  Beta  Upsilon  Mu,  Greene. 
Beta  Upsilon  Mu  was  organized,  first, 
at  old  St.  Swanson  Institute  way  up  in 
Halvorsen,  Minnesota.  Fraternity  mat- 
ters had  gotten  in  a  bad  way  up  there 
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and  finally  it  got  so  that  some  of  the 
fellows  who  hadn't  been  able  to  bring 
themselves  to  join  up  with  one  of  the 
existing  fraternities  on  account  of  con- 
ditions, some  of  these  fellows,  I  say,  got 
together  one  cold  winter  night  and  there 
out  under  the  stars  of  the  northern  sky 
with  the  northern  lights  playing  across 
the  horizon,  they  pledged  eternal  friend- 
ship, secrecy,  and  devotion  to  each  other 
and  then  and  there  they  decided  to  form 
a  fraternity  that  would  combine  all  the 
good  points  of  the  existing  fraternities 
and  one  which  would  at  the  same  time  be 
free  of  all  those  evils  which  were  making 
the  other  houses  the  wrong  sort  of  places 
for  fellows  to  be  in.  And  so  that  night 
old  B.  U.  M.  was  born  and  from  that 
time  until  the  present  day  we've  just 
gone  ahead  with  leaps  and  bounds  until 
today  we're  the  ninth  largest  fraternity 
in  the  north  central  section  and  inci- 
dentally we're  the  seventeenth  oldest  fra- 
ternity beginning  with  the  letter  Beta  in 
the  whole  middle  west.  What's  more 
we  own  more  houses  on  corner  lots  than 
any  other  of  the  twenty-seven  fraternities 
that  have  been  organized  in  the  last  three 
months  and  our  alumni  include  men  of 
twenty-two  different  occupations.  You've 
read  about  Ezra  Zimkowitz  who  pre- 
sented Coolidge  with  that  squash  that 
had  grown  in  the  shape  of  an  American 
Eagle?  Well  he's  a  brother,  Xi  Xi  Xi 
Xi  of  Purdue  class  of  1903  Medicine. 
Now  just  in  case  you  think  that  this  is 
a  lot  of  hooie  I'm  going  to  read  to  you 
what  Baird  says  about  us.  Baird,  you 
know,  is  the  recognized  authority  on 
American  College  fraternities.  Bill, 
have  you  got  that  Baird?  Oh!  I'm  sit- 
ting on  it?  Ha  Ha  Ha  so  I  am.  Well 
here  now,  Black,  I  mean  Greene  (Busi- 
ness of  reading  Baird  which  may  take 
anywhere  from  10  sec.  to  2J  min.).  So 
you  see  we  have  a  right  to  be  pretty 
proud  of  the  old  fraternity  and  we  feel 
that  if  you're  a  "Bum"  you're  a  member 
of  the  finest  Greek  Letter  Organization 
in  the  whole  U.  S.  A.  Now  I'll  tell  you. 
White,  I  don't  know  how  you  feel  about 
a  fraternity.  You've  seen  a  lot  of  them 
in  the  last  few  days  and  you  probably 
couldn't  tell  a  Delt  from  a  Phi  Delt 
unless  you  could  see  their  underwear, 
eh?  Ha  Ha  Ha.  But  seriously  now. 
Red,  have  you  thought  about  what  fra- 
ternity you're  going  to  sign  up  with? 
Have  you  thought  about  the  type  of  men 
you'd  like  to  associate  with?  Have  you 
considered  the  aims,  aspirations,  and 
ideals  of  the  fraternity  that  you  join? 
Now  Greene  I'll  put  it  straight  to  you 
and  I'll  lay  all  my  cards  on  the  table. 
Greene   the   fellows   here   all   like   vou. 


(pause)  They  like  you  a  whole  lot  and 
they  want  you  in  here.  We  want  you 
here  not  only  for  our  sake  but  for  j'our 
sake  because  we  believe  that  you'll  be 
awfully  happy  here.  Brown,  we  like  you 
so  much  that  we  want  to  see  you  make 
the  fraternity  where  you'll  be  the  hap- 
piest and  if  that  isn't  old  B.  U.  AI.  why 
then  we  want  you  to  go  somewhere  else 
no  matter  how  much  it  hurts  us  to  let 
you  go.  It  isn't  ourselves  so  much  that 
we're  thinking  about  it's  YOU  and  I'd 
be  the  very  first  one  to  advise  you  against 
coming  over  with  us  if  I  thought  that 
this  wasn't  the  only  place  on  the  whole 
darned  campus  ^vhere  you'd  be  really 
happy.  Jones,  I  mean  Brown,  old  boy, 
j'ou  belong  in  old  Beta  Upsilon  Mu 
and  you  can  take  it  from  me  you'll  never 
be  happy  anywhere  else  and  I  know  that 
if  you  don't  wear  the  old  "Bum"  pin  I'll 
be  mighty  sorry  and  so  will  you  some 
day.  We  have  everything  to  offer  you 
here.  Red,  we've  got  the  house,  the  fel- 
lows, the  standing,  and  the  prestige ;  our 
national  chapters  are  spread  all  over  the 
country  and  when  you  go  B.  U.  M.  you 
join  not  only  this  chapter  but  every  other 
chapter  from  coast  to  coast  and  wher- 
ever you  go  you  can  always  be  sure  of 
meeting  another  "Bum"  and  receiving 
the  old  Bum's  rush  and  then  Green 
there's  another  thing  that's  the  most  im- 
portant of  all  and  that's  (reverently) 
the  old  "Bum"  spirit.  Greene,  old  man, 
that  spirit  is  something  that  you  won't 
find  anywhere  else  in  the  whole  wide 
world  except  around  the  old  "Bum" 
fireplace  or  in  the  heart  of  the  brothers 
in  B.  U.  M.  It's  something  that  sort 
of  gets  inside  of  you  after  you  go  B.  U. 
M.  and  its  the  most  wonderful  thing  a 
man  can  have.  You  can't  realize  it  now, 
Brown,  because  you  aren't  one  of  us — 
yet,  but  you  can  take  it  from  me,  White, 
I  mean  Brown  or  Green,  it  is,  isn't  it? 
Take  it  from  me  you'll  find  it  when  you 
join  this  club  and  when  you  get  it  you 
wouldn't  trade  it  for  anything  irt  the 
whole  universe.  When  I  came  up  here 
to  school  I  thought  that  it  was  all  the 
bunk  and  said  so  but  I've  gotten  it  and 
(chokes)  I  can  say  from  the  bottom  of 
my  heart  that  I  was  never  really  happy 
until  I  went  B.  U.  M.  and  got  the  B. 
U.  M.  spirit.  So  now  what  do  you  say 
to  B.  U.  M.  old  man?  You're  the  type 
of  man  we  want  and  we're  what  you 
need.  So  what  do  you  say  old  man? 
Don't  you  want  to  let  me  put  the  old 
pledge  button  on  your  coat  right  now. 
You  won't  be  making  any  mistake  be- 
cause etc.  etc.  etc.  etc.  etc.  and  so  on  far 
into  the  night. 

"Ned  Fleming. 


Doggone  I 

Or   Thanks  for  the  Buggy  Ride 
A  Drama  in  Many  Parts 

The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck ; 
he  did  not  have  cold  feet.  He  knew 
'twas  safer  there,  by  heck,  than  walking 
'cross  the  street.  For  if  we  walk  out  on 
the  street,  a  car  will  bump  us  off ;  and 
then  we'll  land  on  the  concrete  or  in  a 
water  trough.  It  used  to  be  great  fun 
to  tie  some  cans  on  a  dog's  tail.  Now 
when  we  go  out  walking,  why,  the  cans 
are  on  our  trail.  The  knights  of  olden 
times  wore  coats  of  steel  next  to  their 
skin ;  now  when  we  wake  up  from  a 
smash,  we  have  a  coat  of  tin.  It's  get- 
ting so  that  if  the  pile  of  accidents 
increases,  instead  of  "Rest  in  peace, 
a  while,"  they'll  tell  us  "Rest  in  pieces!" 

Just  yesterday  a  little  pup  out  in  the 
street  did  jog.  With  head  held  high,  he 
felt  stuck-up ;  he  sure  put  on  the  dog. 
But  then  a  two-ton  truck  came  up  and 
hit  him  like  ten  logs ;  so  that  aristocratic 
pup  has  now  gone  to  the  dogs.  Then  let 
this  moral  be  applied  to  canines  of  all 
scales :  remember  when  you  run  outside 
that  dead  dogs  wag  no  tails. 

Emerson  Pl'hitney. 


The  Ideal  Life 

In  the  woods 

I  love  to  lie, 

See  birdies  flit. 

And  hear  their  cry, 

And  watch  the  sky, 

And  clouds  above — 

While  others  wash  the  dishes. 


"He's   a   fraternity    man." 
"How  do   you   know?" 
"He    answered    four    names    in    class    this 
morning." 


"I    had   a   date    with    a   professional    mind    reader   last    nite." 
"How  did  she  enjoy  her  vacation." 


Spendthrift 

"Molly  is  worth  her  weight  in  gold." 
"What  a  spendthrift!     She's  trying  to 
reduce." 


"Johnnie,  will  you  run  in  the  pantry 
and  get  the  spoons?" 

"Are  we  going  to  have  ice  cream?" 
"No,  Johnnie,  sister's  making  fudge." 


"Aiy  son  found  his  final  examinations 
a  severe  strain." 

"Overworked  brain?" 
"No,  stiff  neck." 


"Poor,  poor  Mr.  Tapeworm!  Abed 
with  tuberculosis  and  dying  by  inches." 

"I  feel  sorry  for  him,"  said  Mrs. 
Centipede,  "but  think  of  my  husband — 
down  with  the  gout  and  dying  by  feet." 


There  was  a  young  freshman  from  Wor- 
cester 
Who  could  cackle  and  crow  like  a  ror- 
cester ; 

But  he  cackled  in  class 
Like  an  ignorant  ass — 
Now  he's  gathering  eggs  like  he  uorces- 
ter. 

Paul  Gulp. 


DRINKS  ON  THE  HOUSE? 
That's  a  Funny  Place! 

My  heart  leaps  up  when  I  behold 
A  friend  who  owes  me  money ; 

Hope  springs  eternal  in  tha  breast. 
But  this  is  sad — not  funny ! 

E.  W. 


Oh  Hek! 

Wife:  If  yaw  won't  let  me,  I'll  take 
this  scissors  and — 

Hubb:     Kill  yourself  for  all  I  care. 

Wife:  I'll  take  this  scissors  and 
shorten  mv  dresses! 


"What  happened  to  the  Anti-crime 
Society?" 

"The  oflRcers  ran  away  with  the 
funds." 


"Why   did   you   shoot   your   husband 
through  his  center?" 

"I  killed  him  because  I  loved  him — " 

"Yes,  yes — go  on!" 

" — and  the  way  to  a  man's  heart  is 
through  his  stomach." 
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Tenting  Tonight 

THIS    is    the    forest's    prime    evil;    the 

murmuring  pines  and  the  hemlocks 
Are  serving  as  nests  for  the  hornets.     A 

goddam  big  hornet  just  stung  me. 
The  murmuring  pines  and  the  hemlocks 

are  drowned  out  by  phonograph  music. 
The  guy  in  the  tent  just  below  me  has 

borrowed  and  lost  my  can  opener. 
The  kids  in  the  tent  just  above  me  have 

taken  themselves  to  my  rowboat. 
They'll  likely  be  drowned,  and  then  I'm 

out  a  forty-five  dollar  new  rowboat. 
I'm     in     misery;     I'm     sunburned     and 

toasted ;  the  water  I   drink  has  been 

roasted. 
THIS    is    the   forest's   next   evil;   mos- 
quitoes, mosquitoes,  mosquitoes ! 
There's    gonna    be    murder    committed 

when  I  find  the  dumbbell  who  sold  me 
This    netting    to    keep   out    mosquitoes ; 

why,  it  couldn't  keep  out  canaries ! 
To   hell  with   the  wide,   open   prairies! 

To  hell  with  the  forests  and  glens ! 
Down  with   the  mountains  and   rivers ; 

down  with  the  sea-shore  and  fens ! 
O,   give  me  a  bed  with   a  mattress !      I 

crave  for  a  meal  with  no  grass. 
I'd  be  hitting  the  trail  for  Chicago,  if  I 

had  the  dough  to  buy  gas. 

Emerson  M'hitney. 


Blythe  Spirits 

Hail  to  thee,  blythe  spirits! 

Oft  have  I  taken  a  shot  of  gin 

And  raised,  subsequently,  an  ungodly  din. 

Hail  to  thee,  blythe  spirits! 

Once  I  got  drunk  on  ten  per  cent  rye. 

And  when  I  woke  up  I  was  blind  in  one 

eye. 
Hail  to  thee,  blythe  spirits! 
But  the  one  thing  I  go  for,  like  kids  after 

candy, 
Is    smooth    and    sweet    prewar    apricot 

brandy. 
Hail  to  thee,  blvthe  spirits ! 

R.  S.  Olberg. 


Imagine  I 

"And  in  the  bakery  there  was  the  most 
pie  I'd  seen — " 

"Lissen,  sister,  it's  men  what  get  pie- 
eyed,  not  landscapes." 


What'd  I  Tell  You 

A  co-ed  having  a  try-out  on  Broadway 
asked  the  director  if  it  would  be  okey  to 
perform  in  her  street  clothes.  She  was 
rudely  awakened  when  he  informed  her : 
■'Lady,  this  is  a  respectable  show!" 
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"And  now,  Oscar,  tell  the  good  people  the  difference  between  a  lady  and  a 
diplomat." 

"When  a  diplomat  says  'Yes'  he  means  'Perhaps';  when  he  says  'Perhaps'  he 
means  'No';  and  when  he  says  'No'  he's  no  diplomat.  But  when  a  lady  says  'No' 
she  means  'Perhaps';  when  she  says  'Perhaps'  she  means  'Yes';  and  when  she  says 
'Yes'  she's   no   ladyl" 


Believe  It  Or  Not 

A  gay  young  Parisian,  De  Laine, 
Long  courted  a  dame  in  vain. 

When  he  said,  "Now  or  niver,' 
She  answered,  "Au  river!" 
So    he    promptly,    of    course,    went    i 
Seine. 


Gargle  This 

James  Calcutt  once  lived  in  Calcutta, 
Where  he  used  to  churn  milk  into  buttah. 

One  day  the  cow  died. 

So  he  butchered  its  side  ; 
Calcutt  cut  the  cow  in  Calcutta. 


A  Holy  Story 

"I'd  like  to  get  rid  of  the  moths  in  my 

home." 

"Have  you  tried  moth  balls?" 

"Oh,  yes,   but  my   aim   is  so   poor   I 

could  never  hit  the  flighty  insects." 


These  Actresses 

Actress  (dictating  letter)  :  ...  and 
I  wish  to  remain,  yours  respectively.  .  .  . 

Secretary:  Do  you  not  mean  "yours 
respectfully"  ? 

Actress :  No !  ...  I  wish  to  re- 
main, yours  respectively,  iVIary  Cane, 
Mary  Cane  Jackson,  Mary  Cane  Du- 
pree,  Mary  Cane  Vanderdam. 

Modern 

Little  Johnnie :  Look  around  the  cor- 
ner and  see  if  my  mother's  coming.  I 
don't  want  her  to  see  me  smoking. 

Little  Agnes :  Doesn't  she  know  you 
smoke  ? 

Little  Johnnie :  Of  course  she  does, 
but  I  don't  want  her  to  smoke  up  all  my 
cigarettes. 


Frieht 


"Eek!    Oh-o-o-o!    My  gawd,  ee-ow!" 
"You're  afraid!     How  pale  you  are! 
What's  wrong?" 

"Y-y-your  hair  is  a  fright." 


P  L  R  P  L 


R  ROT 


Says  Eddie  Cantor:  "When  we  see  some 
of  the  women  who  use  rouge  and  lipstick 
we  don't   blame   the  stuff  for   running." 


The  Dinner  Is  Done 

The  dinner  is  done,  and  the  dishes 
Repose  in  a  pile  on  the  sink. 

It's  like  scraping  scales  from  fishes 
To  wash  those  things,  I  think. 

The  greasy  plates  and  the  saucers 

Smile  as  I  shake  my  fist, 
And  a  feeling  of  sadness  comes  o'er  me 

That  my  soul  cannot  resist. 

A  feeling  of  sadness  and  longing 
That  gives  me  a  pain  in  the  neck ; 

(I  ought  to  throw  out  all  this  cracked 
stuff. 
And  use  paper  plates,  by  heck!) 

Come,  sister  you  do  the  dishes! 

I'll  do  them  tomorrow  night; 
It  really  takes  only  ten  minutes, 

Whywontcha?  Gee  whiz!  They  won't 
bite! 

Not  for  a  dime  you  won't  do  them? 

Gee,  what  a  lazy  pest! 
I've  a  stack  of  dirty  dishes. 

And  tonight  I  long  for  rest. 

O,  send  me  from  out  of  the  fable 

A  fairy  to  set  me  free ; 
One  who  will  set  the  table, 

And  wash  the  dishes  for  me. 

And  the  night  shall  be  filled  with  music. 
And  the  cares  that  infest  the  meal 

Shall  fold  their  tents  like  the  Arabs, 
(If  the  radio  doesn't  squeal). 

Emerson  Whitney 


Clever! 

About  the  cleverest  of  the  collegiate 
cracks  to  be  found  on  tinkly  flivvers  was 
one  we  spied  on  the  back  tire  of  one  of 
N.  U.'s  most  characteristic  Fords.  It 
read:  "Flat  for  Rent."     Not  so  bad,  eh? 


Judge:  So  you  broke  in  the  store  just 
to  get  a  ten  cent  cigar?  Then  what 
were  you  doing  at  the  safe? 

Prisoner:  Your  Honor,  I  was  put- 
ting in  a  dime. 

Life. 

He — "Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  he  gave 
your  friend  a  Rolls-Royce?" 

She — "Well,     my     dear     man,     you 

wouldn't  expect  her  to  go  to  h 11  in  a 

wheelbarrow  would  you  ?" 

Exchange. 

Rushing  Chairman  (at  dinner  table)  : 
We're  having  a  good  egg  around  to  sup- 
per tonight. 

Disgusted  Brother:  Have  him  around 
for  breakfast ! 

Cornell  Widow. 


"I  hear  you've  got  a  new  baby,  Mandy, 
What  have  you  named  him?" 

"Oh  we  calls  him  Veto,  Miss  Smif." 

"Veto?    And  why?" 

"Cause  when  de  doctah  came  he  said, 
'Well,  if  it  isn't  another  little  black 
bawl.'  " 

Bison. 


Handsome  young  professor  of  Ro- 
mance languages :  Very  good,  but  why 
do  you  use  the  intimate  form  of  the  verb 
in  translating  the  sentence? 

Attractive  Co-ed  (pouting)  :  Well — 
I  thought  after  last  night — 

Colorado  Dodo. 


Mistress:  "The  master  was  very 
happy  this  morning,  Jane.  He  went  off 
to  the  city  whistling." 

Jane :     "Yes,  mum,  it  was  my  mistake 
— I  made  his  porridge  of  birdseed!" 
Passing  Show. 

"Why  did  you  get  up  and  leave  the 
theater  just  as  handsome  Ramon  Mascara 
was  knocked  flat  by  the  villain?  There 
was  more  to  the  picture." 

"I  know,  but  I  prefer  happy  endings." 
Detroit  News. 


Scotchman:      "All   these   jokes   about 
us  Scotchmen  make  me  sore." 

American :     "Aw,  can't  you  take  a  lit- 
tle fun?" 

Scotchman:     "Sure;  but  the  jokes  are 
at  our  expense." 

Blaci^  &  Blue  Jay. 


MY  Brain-Child 

I've  heard  the  Public's  wild  applause 
When  someone  else  had  given  cause ; 
I've  heard  the  praise  of  authors  read 
Who  once   were  scorned   and   now   are 

dead : 
But  tho  this  poem  drives  no  one  wild — 
I  do  not  care — it's  MY  brain-child! 

This  one  idea  was  born  to  be 

To  you — a  meager  fallacy — 

Ridiculous — you  can't  agree 

But,  Gee — how  much  it  means  to  me ! 

Oh,  curst  or  otherwise  defiled 

It  matters  not — it's  MY  brain-child. 

Electric  lights  may  pass  it  by 
While  other's  thoughts  blaze  in  the  sky — 
No  one  but  me  may  ever  know 
This  thing  which  now  I  cherish  so — 
All  laughs  and  laws  and  lies  compiled 
Cannot  detract  from  MY  brain-child! 
Darrell  Ware. 


Angelic 

'I  wish  I  had  wings  like  an  angel. 
'So  you  could  get  to  heaven?" 
'No,  so  I  could  get  in  vaudeville." 


"Johnnie,  why  are  you  putting  that  ice 
on  the  thermometer?" 

"I  want  to  make  the  room  cooler, 
mother." 


Poverty  Is  Always  Honest 

Is  there  for  honest  poverty 
That  hings  his  head,  and  a'  that? 
Tha  crazy  sap !    Go  !    pass  tha  hat — 
But  grab  your  rake-oiiE,  for  a'  that! 


Oh,  fair  as  Helen  ever  was, 
\ou  could  not  know  how  sweet  you  are. 
You're  almost  too  voluptuous. 
Don't  think  you  can't  be  beat — you  are. 
My  wife  is  twice  as  good,  but  then 
She's  always  out  with  other  men. 
We  meet  infrequently,  you  see — 
That's  whv  she  looks  so  good  to  me. 
R.  S.  Olbern. 
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Ed.:     "What  kind  of  a  drink  are  you 
mixing,  Ted?" 

Ted:     "It's  \\hat  I  call  a  week-end 
cocktail." 

Ed. :     "Well,  you  drink  it  on  Monday, 
and  your  week  ends  right  there!" 

America's  Humor. 


He :  "I  think  contrasting  colors  are 
very  effective.  For  instance,  that  com- 
bination you  are  wearing — " 


She:     "Sir!' 
H 


le: 


'Pardon  me,  is  that  a  slip?" 
Cracker. 


The  doctor  told  little  Sammy  he  must 
go  to  the  hospital.  When  he  refused,  the 
doctor  asked  him  why  not.  "I  know  a 
hospital  is  a  nice  place,  Doc,"  the  child 
replied,  "but  I  don't  want  a  baby,  I  want 
a  puppy." 

Sire?i 


A  professor,  coming  to  one  of  his 
classes  a  little  late  found  a  most  uncom- 
plimentary caricature  of  himself  drawn 
on  the  board.  Turning  to  the  student 
nearest  to  him,  he  angrily  inquired  :  "Do 
you  know  who  is  responsible  for  that 
atrocity?" 

"No,  sir,  I  don't,"  replied  the  student, 
"but  I  strongly  suspect  his  parents." 
Voo  Doo. 


"They    say    in    the    best    places    a    womi 
is   fat." 

"Well,   in   the    best  places   you're   fat." 
Burr. 
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"Do  you  know  that  there  are  enough 
girls  working  in  that  building  to  make 
an  army  ?" 

"Yes,  sister  dear,  but  where  are  you 
going  to  find  the  army?" 

Missouri  Outlaw. 
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"Let's    see,    I    guess    it    was    around    here 
somewhere  I  lost  my  toothbrush." 

Yale  Record. 


She :    "Was  the  party  last  night  a  good 
one?" 

He:    "It  was  great  while  I  lasted." 
Ra?iffer. 


"This  is  so  sodden!"  said  the  recently 
married  husband  as  he  graciously  ac- 
cepted another  product  of  his  wife's  bak- 
ing. Pointer. 


"An'  ev'ry  dam  one  of  you  people 
think  I'm  drunk,  an'  it's  lie  'cause  I 
ain't  drunk.  Yu'  think  I'm  drunk  'cause 
my  collar's  unbutton.  Hell,  you  unbut- 
ton yer  collar  ev'ry  night  'fore  yo'  go 
t'bed,  but  ain't  sayin'  yer  drunk,  is  it? 
Yu'  shay  I'm  drunk  'cause  I  got  my  eyes 
shut?  How  you  know  I  ain't  asleep? 
Always  suspectin'.  It's  people  like  you 
'at's  ruinin'  this  country.   .   .   ." 

Pitt  Panther. 

"I  say,  waiter,  there's  a  fly  in  my 
soup!" 

"Surely  not,  sir;  maybe  it's  one  of 
those  vitamin  bees  you  read  so  much 
about."  Iowa  Frivol. 


"Don't  you  think  that  Minnie  sang 
beautifully  at  her  recital  tonight?" 

"It  couldn't  be  as  beautiful  as  her  last 
one." 

"Why,  John,  this  is  her  first  concert. 
There  was  no  last  one." 

"No,  but  there  will  be." 


The  doctor  looked  into  the  patient's 
eye  and  said  "I  can  see  that  you  are  suf- 
fering from  gastritis,  appendicitis,  dia- 
betes, and  sleeping  sickness."  The  patient 
replied :  "Try  the  other  eye.  Doc,  that 
one  is  glass." 

Log. 


Cop — Do  you  know  where  you  are  go- 
ing? 

Lit — Shhh.      Don't  tell  me.      I  want 
to  be  surprised  when  I  get  there. 

N.  H.  Golden  Bull. 


Warden — What   made   you    beat    up 
your  cellmate  the  way  you  did? 

Convict — Aw,  dat  guy  gits  wise  wit 
me. 

Warden — What's    he    done    to    you 
now  ? 

Convict — Tore  de  leaf  off'n  de  calen- 
dar, and  it  wuz  my  toin. 

Lehigh  Burr. 


Tramp:  "Mornin'  ma'am,  kin  I  cut 
your  grass  for  my  dinner?" 

Kind  Old  Lady:  "Of  course,  but  you 
don't  need  to  cut  it ;  eat  it  just  as  it  is." 
M.LT.  Voo  Doo. 


Guest — "Waiter,  there  is  a  fly  in  my 
ice  cream." 

Waiter — "Let  him  freeze  and  teach 
him  a  lesson.  The  little  rascal  was  in 
the  soup  last  night." 

Carnegie  Puppet. 


"And,  Doctor,  how 

faring  in  his  'studies?" 

"Oh,   he'll  pass." 


Mr.  Goldgrad's  son 


Mercury. 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Wonder  What  an  All-Star  Half  Back  Thinks  About  :    By  briggs 


WEH-,  I'fA    OFF    For    f^V   39  Ui 
5T0FF 


Look  at  That  LOCKV  stiff 
op  im  -the  »stamd5  llghxim* 
A  c:i<3AReTTe 


"Three  Nvor*THS 


\AJ|THOi;x     A     SMOKF ; 
|'N\     FED    UP    OM 
FtoOTBALU. 


Those   guV-s   vJno'Re    Velung 
For   a  tsucmdoiaJ/o  oughta 
Come  dowjiO  om  the   Fie\_I>   AMD 
TrV  To   make  o/oe 


.:>  ^    -i:!r 


WH'Vr    I'D    G(v/F    FOR    /\         I 
CIGAR6T— e     Ri<3HT-    rvloVAJ  . 


VV/HEN  -THIS  SEASOm'S 
OVER  I'm  <3<MM'  To  BUV 
ME     A     CARTOM     OF    OLD 

Golds   ano  SMOKe  'em 

/!i,LU    AT    Orse    51TTIN' 


p.  Lorillard  Co..  Est.  1760 


, .  not  a  cough  in  a  carload 
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SAINT  LUKE'S  PARISH 

HINMAN  AVENUE  AND  LEE  STREET 

George  Craig  Stewart,  D.  D.,  L.  H.  D. 

Daily  7:30  A.M. 
Sundays  7:30-8:15-11-4:30 

The  Abbey  Church  of  Evanston 

ALL  SITTINGS  FREE 


Go  U  North'western!!! 


For  a  Hair  Cut 
That's  RIGHT 

Bill  Mill's 
Camiius  Barber  Shop 

Opposite  Willard  Hall 


1820  Sherman  Avenue 


NOT  DEAD  AxXYWAY 

"Waiter,  are  you  sure  this  ham  was  cured  ?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Well,  it's  had  a  relapse." 

Blue  Bucket. 


Ducrot:     Hey,  don't  spit  on  the  floor! 
Wife:     What's  matter?     Floor  leak? 


West  Pointer. 


"What  were  your  father's  last  words?" 
"There  were  no  last  words.     Mother  was  with  him  to  the 
end." 

Outlaw. 


"Do  you  believe  in  heredity,  Dr.  Goldfarb?" 
"Sure  thing.     I  married  the  daughter  of  a  judge,  and  she's 
been  laying  down  the  law  to  me  ever  since." 

Mercury. 


Helen:     What  are  you  knitting,  Alice? 

Alice:  Something  to  cheer  up  the  boys. 
Helen :     Why  the  war  was  over  long  ago. 

Alice:  This  is  a  bathing  suit  for  me,  my  dear. 


Mary  had  a  little  lamb.     The  lamb  and  Mary  are  doing 
as  well  as  expected. 

Virginia  Reel. 


THIS     IS      THE      TEAR      OF     THE     GREATER     SYLLABUS 


The  Students  Publishing  Co.,  Inc. 

an?iounces 

SOMETHING  NEW  IN  YEARBOOKS 

— new  size 
— new  features 
— new  beauty 
— the  old  low  price 

THE  GREATER  SYLLABUS  OF  1930 

OFFICIAL  YEARBOOK  OF  NORTHWESTERN  UNIVERSITY 
HAVE     A     Sl^LLABUS     FOR     EACH     COLLEGE     TEAR 


PURPLE 
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Hard  on  Him 

'What  did  the  doctor  say  to  your  headaches?" 
'He  said  I  must  drink  no  alcoholic  drinks." 
'Not  even  whisky?" 

'I  didn't  dare  ask  him  for  fear  he  might  forbid  that  also." 

Dofbarbier,  Berlin. 


"Say,  I'm  so  hungry  1  could  eat  a  horse." 
"Sorry,  but  I  ain't  got  no  horses." 


Green  Goat. 


Save  a  part  of  your  salary  each  week.    Enough  for  carfare, 
anyway. 

Judge. 


'And  this  is  St.  Peter's." 
■'Nice  place  he's  got." 


Punch  Boivl. 


"My  good  man,  how  do  j'ou  happen  to  be  in  this  state?" 
"I'm  shorry — hie!     But  I  got  thrown  out  of — hie! — the 
other  forty-sheven." 

Goblin,  Toronto. 


The  Collegiate 

Lightness,  comfort,  strength  and  firm- 
ness, these  are  the  qualities  of  the  Aimer 
Coe  "Collegiate,"  an  ideal  spectacle  for 
work  and  study.  Your  lenses  can  be 
duplicated  in  this  or  in  any  one  of  the 
more  than  twenty    Aimer  Coe  Styles. 


Aimer  Coe   &   Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orrington  at  Church  Street 


University  Restaurant 

-  LUNCHEON  -  -  DINNER  - 

Second  Floor 

WIEBOLDT  HALL 


Soda  Fountain  Service 

Toasted  Sandwiches 

Cigars     -     Cigarettes 

Candies 


Entrances  on  Chicago  Avenue 
or  Superior  Street 


o^ 


^{iiperseain, 

Stitches  will  not  ravel 
even  though  thread 
is   cut   or  broken. 


pull-on  glove  of  soft,  sturdy  Calfskin.  There's 
snap  in  every  line.  Flared  side  vent — no  button  to 
fasten — slips  on  and  off  so  easily.  Hand  cut,  hand 
sewed  back  and  hem — and  as  washable  as  a  linen 
collar!  The  last  word  for  street  wear,  perfect  for 
driving.  Ask  your  dealer  for  the  "Saratoga  Flair" — 
you'll  like  it  immensely ! 

Daniel  Hays  Gloves 
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NORTHWESTERN 

Students  and  Faculty 

MAKE  THE 

EVANSTON  Y.  M.  C.  A. 

AT  FOUNTAIN  SQUARE 

YOUR  CLUB 

Pocket  Billiards,  Reading  Room, 
Writing  Facilities,  Etc, 


Swimming  Pool  and  Gymnasium 

With  a  Complete  Recreational  Program 

SPECIAL  STUDENT  AND  FACULTY 
MEMBERSHIP  RATES 


Your  Home  "Y"  Membership  Accepted  in  Transfer 


"The  Business  College  with  a 
University  Atmosphere" 

PREPARE  for  a  business  career  at  the  only 
Business  College  in  the  West  which  re- 
quires every  student  to  be  at  least  a  four-year 
High  School  graduate. 

Beginning  on  the  first  of  April,  July,  October, 
and  January,  we  conduct  a  special,  complete, 

intensive,  three-months'  course  in 

stenography  which  is  open  to 

College  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  Only 

Enrollments  for  this  course  must  be  made 
before  the  opening  day — preferably  some  time 
in  advance,  to  be  sure  of  a  place  in  the  class. 
Stenography  opens  the  way  to  independence, 
and  is  a  very  great  help  in  any  position  in 
life.  The  ability  to  take  shorthand  notes  of 
lectures,  sermons,  conversation,  and  in  many 
other  situations  is  a  great  asset. 

BULLETIN  ON  REQUEST 
No   Solicitors   Employed 

PAUL  MOSER,  J.  D.  Ph.  B.,  President 

116  South  Michigan  Avenue 

Randolph  4347  12th  Floor  Chicago,  Illinois 

I  In  the  Day  School  Girls  Only  are  Enrolled 

^^^^^^A(3404  B)  AA^AA^ 


SPARE    TIME    COURSES   IN   ART 

that  are  directed  to  a  definite  end  under  the  guidance  of  instructors,  all  of  whom  are 
outstanding  in  their  profession. 

DRAWING  ILLUSTRATION  INTERIOR  DECORATION 

PAINTING  ADVERTISING  ART  CRAFTS 

DESIGN  FOR  THE  INTERIOR  OR  THE  STAGE 

Regular  day  classes  from  9  to  4,  every  day  except  Saturday.     Evening  classes  from  7:30  to  9:30 
on  Monday,  Wednesday  and  Friday  e\enings. 

Enrollment  at  any  time  Illustrated  catalog  on  request 

636  Church  Street   THE   EVANSTON    ACADEMY   OF   FINE   ARTS       Creenleaf  1674 

CARL   SCHEFFLER,  Director 
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No  Marksman 

A  Tallahassee  went  hunting  and  was  fortunate  enough  to 
kill  a  few  birds.  When  she  arrived  home  her  father  inquired, 
"Did  you  shoot  them  on  the  wing?" 

She  replied,  "Don't  be  silly,  Father.  How  could  we  tell 
where  the  bullets  hit  them?" 

Blue  Gator. 


PARROT 


'^^^ 


IF  ACCEPTANCES  WERE  TRUE 

Mr.   Harold  Applebottom 

regrets  that  the  eight  hour  working  da\- 

observed  by 

The  Long  Hang  Whang  Lang  Laundry  Company 

makes  it  impossible  for  him 

to  get  his  only  shirt  back  in  time 

to  accept 

the  kind  invitation  of 

Kappa  Chi  Alpha 

for  dinner  Thursday,  June  ninth. 

DePauw  Yellow  Crab. 


W^ 


^M& 


"And  there  I  hung,  my  feet  dangling  in  the  yawning  mouth 
of  that  bottomless  pit." 

Bored  Listener:     "Pardon  me,  but  was  it  yawning  before 
you  come  along?" 

Yale  Record. 


"Fm  not  going  to  step  out  with  Hazel  any  more." 

"Why  not?" 

"She  didn't  invite  me  to  her  wedding." 


"The  Biblical  story  of  the  creation  must  have  been  written 
by  a  baseball  reporter." 
"How  come?" 
"Well,  it  starts  off,  'In  the  big  inning — '  " 

Centaur. 


lobcat. 


'What  do  you  take  for  a  headache?" 
'Liquor  the  night  before." 


TZAPPELMATVr 

1 V  .^TOB    PRINTERc^l^ 


PRINTER  TO  THE  PURPLE 
FOR  THIRTY-TWO  YEARS 

Telephone  University  /jj 
806  POST  OFFICE  PLACE      -:-     EVANSTON 


DODGE 
BROTHERS 

MOTOR  CARS 
C.  M.  McDonald 

1019  Davis  Street        University  224 


Womtn*^  Cxcfjange 

CAFETERIA 

1627   CHICAGO   AVENUE 

ESTABLISHED  1905 

A  good  place  for  students  to  eat 


WHEN    YOU  THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

-^ ■      -,        .  THINK.    OF 


'"LTN"sror,Lr"      Phone  URiversity637-]54Z 
FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 
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in  the 

Beautiful  Marine  Dining 
Room 

of  the 

EDGEWATER  BEACH 
HOTEL 

r  EvervlFriday  Night  is  "TI                       IT  Ted   Fiorito  and  His  T7 

-<i     Fraternity  Night,  also     fo-               -4,    Famous    Orchestra    fc- 

TL  Northwestern  Night.  J                       L  Plays    Every    Night.  Jl 

ROSENBERG^S 

DAVIS  STREET        DOWNTOWN  EVANSTON 

Those  Smart  Hose 
That  Nancy  Wears! 

They  came  from  Rosenberg's 


Northwestern  girls  know  what  fine  hose 
they  get  at  Rosenberg's — and  hence  this 
store  has  become  the  campus  headquarters 
for  lovely  stockings  by 


PHOENIX 
KAYSER 
BLUE  MOON 
ARTCRAFT 
HOLEPROOF 

First  Floor 


Dental  Officer :     All  you  need  is  three  fillings,  two  false 
teeth  and  a  bridge. 

Kaydet :      Sir,  you  said  a  mouthful. 

The  Pointer. 


Man    (at   church   confessing   his   sins)  :     Father,    forgive 
me,  for  I  kissed  a  pretty  girl. 

Priest :     How  many  times  did  you  commit  this  terrible  sin  ? 
Man:     Father,  I  came  here  to  confess  and  not  to  brag. 

Carolina  Buccaneer. 


"Will  you  marry  me  in  spite  of  my  trouble?' 

"What  is  it?" 

"Falling  hair." 

"You  darling  boy!  To  how  much?" 


M@ 


Chaparral. 


"What  happened  to  that  yalla-skinned  quarterback  you-all 
had  last  yeah  ?" 

"He  was  holding  the  ball  for  a  place  kick  and  he  forgot  to 
smile  and  show  his  teeth." 

Lampoon. 


No  other  hand  into  my  soul 
Could  greater  gladness  bring 

Than  that  I  held  so  tight  last  night- 
Four  aces  and  a  king. 


It's  a  dry  day  when  you've  no  one  to  reign  in  your  heart. 

Cougar's  Paiu. 


Drexerd. 


Query :     Do  your  parents  live  in  Chicago  ? 
Reply :     Really,  I  could  not  say — I  have  not  yet  seen  to- 
day's paper. 

The  Log. 

What's  hap- 


^^ 


Man,  watching  a  pretty  girl  who  is  crying 
pened  there? 

Second  Fool :     Erosion,  son,  erosion. 


Out:     Why  is  that  Jew  so  quiet? 
In :     He  lost  both  arms  in  the  war. 


^^ 


buccaneer. 


A  prominent  manufacturer  of  soap,  shaving  cream,  per- 
fume, etc.,  tells  this  one  on  himself. 

"We  once  announced  a  contest  for  the  best  slogan  adver- 
tising our  product.  Some  chap  submitted  the  following,  'If 
you  don't  use  our  soap,  for  heaven's  sake  use  our  perfume.'  " 

Lafayette  Lyre. 


^1 


NOT  REALLY 

Drunk   (waking  up  in  cemetery)  :     Thish  musht  be  the 
resurrecshun  and  I'm  the  first  one  up." 

Chanticler. 
First  Taxi  Man:      I   met  my  wife  in  a  funny  way — ran 
over  'er  with  m'  car  an'  later  I  married  'er. 

Second  Yellow  Peril :      If  that  happened  very  often  there 
wouldn't  be  so  much  reckless  dri\-in'. 

OW  Maid. 
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A  couple  of  flappers  pooled  their  spending  money  to  buy 
I  book  advertised  in  the  newspaper  as  "What  a  Young  Lady 
should  Know  Before  Marriage." 

The  book  arrived — "lOO  Cooking  Recipes." 

FUegende  Blaetter. 

'^^^ 

Two  alumni  were  celebrating  after  the  Big  Game.  The 
lext  morning,  the  night's  effect  still  visible,  they  arose  and 
Degan  to  dress — 

"Shay,  looka  my  funny  pair  of  shoes,"  giggled  one,  "a 
Dlack'n  an'  a  tan'n." 

The  other  grinned  back  foolishly — "S'nuthin',  I  got  a 
pair  jus'  like  'em." 

Carnegie  Tech  Puppet. 


EIGHT  HOURS 

A  young  and  pretty  girl,  eighteen  years  old,  weighing  io2 
pounds,  goes  upstairs  to  her  room  at  3  :30  to  change  before 
going  out  to  tea,  saying  that  she  will  only  take  10  minutes. 

State  the  wait  of  the  man  downstairs. 

Princeton  Tiger. 


WELCOME 

To  The  Freshmen 

And  All  Former  Readers 
of  the 

Purple  Parrot 

WE'RE  MIGHTY  GLAD 
TO  SEE  YOU 


E.  S.  EHMEN 

Good  Apparel  for  University  Men 
1716  SHERMAN  AVE. 

2  Doors  North  of  Varsity  Theatre 


Evanston,  Wilmette  and  Winnelka  Telephones— All  619 


t     pOBT.]^     t 


|o. 


.c 


Exclusive  Cleaners  and  Dyers 

1811  Benson  Avenue 
EVANSTON,   ILL. 

Chicago  Phone,  Rogers  Park  0243,  4090 
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HIE   YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF   YOUR   OWN   SELECTION 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 


Beautiful  Styles 
Dependable  Quality 

None  Over  $5— Worth  Much  More 

4lia   Per 

^1—    Pair 


ALL   SILK 
CHIFFON  HOSIERY 


Shoes  $5  Both  for  Men  and  Women 
ONE  PRICE 

KOTZ  SHOE  STORES,iNC. 

619  DAVIS  STREET 
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"Why  does  a  hen  cross  the  road?" 
"That's  old.    To  show  her  new  silk  stockings." 
"No,  to  tell  the  latest  scandal  on  Mrs.  Cackle,  who  has 
just  hatched  out  twelve  chickens  and  a  duck." 

Kitty  Kat. 


"What  is  a  synonym?" 

"A  word  that  means  the  same  as  a  word  that  you  can't 
spell." 

"You're  wrong.    That's  the  stuff  they  put  on  buns  in  the 
bakery." 

Maniac. 


"What  are  you  doing  with  the  broken  glass  in  your  pipe?" 
"Somebody  told  me  that  if  I  smoked  glass  I  could  see  the 
eclipse,  but  I  can't  even  make  it  light." 

Kitty  Kat. 


FIFTY-SEVEN 
She :     You  know,  I  like  variety — it's  the  spice  of  life. 
He:     Look  me  over,  kid;  my  name's  Heinz. 

Iowa  Frivol. 


A  TOAST 
Here's  to  my  girl,  may  God  care  for  her,  I  can't  afford  it. 

Buccaneer. 


JUNIORS 
ATTENTION 

I  I  I 


The  Campus  Photographers  are  now 
located  in  the 

John  F.  Hahn  Building, 
1618   Orrington   Avenue 


I     I 


MATZENE 

'The  Syllabus  Photographer^ 
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A  Typing  Service  for  Faculty 
and  Studejits 

EVANSTON  LETTER   SERVICE 

iMultigraphlng,  Mimeographing,  Typing 
Addressing,  Folding,  Mailing 


HARRIET  E.  RICHARDSON         620  DAVIS  STREET 
Telephone  University  614.S  Abo\e  DuBreiuI's 


Upper : 
Lower : 


Set  the  alarm  for  two,  please. 
You  and  who  else? 


Boll  W eeviL 


They  tell  a  story  about  a  tiny  ant  who  gazed  longingly  bu! 
helplessly  at  the  body  of  a  dead  horse.  Just  then  a  boot 
legger's  truck  rattled  by  and  a  case  of  stuff  fell  over  tiie  end 
gate  and  crashed  to  the  ground.  A  puddle  formed  and  the 
ant  took  one  sip.  Then  he  seized  the  dead  horse  by  the  tail 
and  shouted:  "Come  on,  big  boy,  we're  going  home." 

Kantjir. 


"What's  that  big  hole  in  the  sidewalk?" 
"Some  skeptic  threw  his  Parker  pen  out  of  the  2fc)th  story 
\\  indow." 

The  Cynic. 


Narcissus:     Looky  heah.  Black  Man,  whut  ya  gwine  tc 
gimme  fuh  my  buf  day  present? 

Black  Man;     Close  yuh  eyes,  honey.     (She  closes  them.) 
iNow  whuddeya  see? 

Narcissus :     Nothin' ! 

Black  Man:     Well,  'at's  whut  ya  gwine  to  git. 

Boll  H-'etvil. 


Mother:     Do  you  know  how  to  bring  up  a  child? 

Papa:     Of  course  I  do. 

"Hurry,  then ;  ours  is  at  the  bottom  of  the  well." 

— Panthe 


New  Students  '"d  Old  Friends 
WELCOME 


This 


is  the 


place 


to  come 

for  real 

haircuts 

NOYES  STREET  BARBER  SHOP 

922  Noyes  Street  West  of  'L'  Station 


[B\LS]ffi|g]fe)e[Hi^BMgiffi[gjtgiB[gjMBMgia[gj^Bigjjaa[^ig)EB[g!^aigjJffil 


The  Murray  Label  on  the  suit  you 

buy  is  a  badge  of  style  authentic' 

ity,   a   stamp   of  conservative 

good  taste.  Clothing  bearing 

the  Murray  Label  appeals 

to  men  in  whomdignity 

and  refinement  are 

inherent  qtuzlities 


ADLER  ROCHESTER 


NEW  YORK    •    ROCHESTER    •    LOS  ANGELES 


ADLER- ROCHESTER  CLOTHES  I 
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NEW/ 

DIFFERENT/ 
CONVENIENT/ 

The  1928 

PURPLE  PARROT 

NEW — In  si2,e,  in  makeup,  in  purpose 
in  art  calibre,  in  editorial  material. 

DIFFERENT— In  humor,  m  thought; 
clean  to  the  bone — worthy  of  be- 
ing sent  home. 

CONVENIENT— Imagine!  every  copy 
mailed  to  your  door! 

SUBSCRIBE  NOW! 


for  the  Fur  pie  Far  rot  that 
^vill  vie  ^vith  Life,  the  T^ew  Tor\er  and  Judge  for  honors 


It's  toasted 

No  Throat  Irritation  No  Cough. 


1928  The  American  Tobacco  Co.,  Manufacturers 


